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NOTICE OF THE AUTHOR.

EArvLY in 1855, the publishers of this volume had their attention directed
to a critique in the Edinburgh Witness, by Hugh Miller, upon a work'en-
titled, “ The Christian Life, Social and Individual.” The book had issued
from a Scottish provincial press ; its somewhat commonplace title gave
no promise of originulit&; and its author was quite unknown to fame.
It was not strange, therefore, that the Editor of the Witness suffered it to
lie for some time unnoticed on his table. When at length he found leis-
ure to take it in hand, he hastened to make an apology for his neglect,
and to do ample justice to its author. * The master idea,” he said, “ on
which it has been formed is, we deem, wholly original, and we regard the
execution of it as not less happy than the conception is good.” * So.me
of the Biographies,” he added, *condense in comparatively brief space
the thinking of ordinary volumes,” Such praise from such a source was
a powerful persuasive for the re-publication of the book in this country.
An edition was speedily issued, and its reception by the American public
was such as is seldom accorded to the first work of an unknown author.
The judgment of Hugh Miller was abundantly afirmed by men of re-
nown among ourselves.

Soon after, the present publishers learned that the author of * The Chris-
tian Life” had been a frequent, though anonymous, contributor to the
periodical literature of his native country. A correspondence with him
was thereupon opened, which resulted in a contract on his part to furnish
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them with a sclection of his published essays, together with others yet in
manuscript. On their part, they made him such remuneration as was
deemed by him to be amply satisfactory. The first series of the Essays
thus furnished has already been given to the public. The second is pre-
sented in this volume. ‘

The selected essays in both volumes were published, with one or two
exceptions, in the author’s twenty-third and twenty-fourth years. Of
these essays, in their present shape, he remarks: ‘“ Some have undergone
only a slight revision; others have been so modified as to be materially
changed in character; while several, though, save in a single instance,
retaining their original titles, may be considered altogether new.” Among
the contents of this volume, the papers which no;v for the first time
appear in print, are those on Napoleon Bonaparte, Characteristics of
Christian Civilization, and The Modern University. The rest have been
carefully retouched, and several have received material additions. The
whole constitute a body of biographical and critical composition worthy
of the author of “The Christian Life.”

It would be out of place to offer any criticism here on the contents of
this volume; but it may gratify the reader to learn what estimate Sir
Archibald Alison put upon the Essay devoted to his own wehitings. That
distinguished Historian, after complimenting the Essay in question as
“able and cloquent,” proceeds to say that ““it contains a more jugt and
correct view of my [his] political opinions than has ever yet appeared in
this country or elsewhere.”

Some account of Mr. Bayne’s personal history‘may be given here in
answer to inquiries, by letter and otherwise, which have from time to time
been made. It must be premised, however, that there is little to be told.
Mr. Bayne is still a young man, —a young man devoted to literary pur-
suits, — and so, comparatively, without a history. His native country is
Scotland. He was born in Aberdeenshire, and was graduated at Mari-
‘schall College, in the city of Aberdeen. He subsecquently pursued a course
of theological study in Edinburgh, and also a philosophical course under
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* Sir William Hamilton. That great teacher and Thomas Carlyle appear to
have been the two thinkers, who, more than all others, gave shape and
direction to Mr. Bayne’s mind. From the former he received his philos-
ophy; from the latter, his literary culture. Of Carlyle’s relation to him he
makes this remark: ¢ The influence exerted by him upon my style and
modes of thought is as powerful as my mind was capable of receiving;
yet,” he adds, “ my dissent from his opinions is thorough and total.”” While
at Edinburgh, he wrote for Hogg’s Instructor the serics of articles from
which several of those in this volume have been selected. The occasion
of this step, he says, was ‘“ an inaptitude and distaste for private tuition,
and a facility and pleasure, experienced from an early age, in literary
composition.” It was this “facility and pleasure,” doubtless, coupled
with rare success, that ultimately led him to devote himself to litcrature
as a profession. The.first fruit of this settled purpose was ‘‘ The Chris-
tian Life.”” It furnished abundant evidence that he had not mistaken his
vocation, that his genius was equal to his ambition. The work was
published in his twenty-sixth year. He now projected more elaborate
enterprises. In a private note he avows “a deliberate and ardent desire
to execute four works of some magnitude, three of them, probably, of
single volumes, and one of three volumes.” The first of these works had
already made good progress, when it was interrupted by a change in Mr.
Bayne’s circumstances, but was not, it is to be hoped, finally aban-
doned.

In 1835, we find him occupying the position of editor-in-chief of The
Commonwealth, a newspaper published in Glasgow. ¥rom this posi-
tion he retired in the summer of 1836 to recruit his failing health. . In the
antumn of the same year, he formed a determination to take up his resi-
dence, for a time, in Germany, for the purpose of making himself famil-
iar with the literature of that country. He did not, however, carry his
purpose into effect until the opening of the year, when he left Scotland
for Berlin. On the eve of his departure, the death of Hugh Miller had

made vacant the editorial chair of the Edinburgh Witness. ot long afwe
1*
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Mr. Bayne’s arrival in Berlin, he was appomted to fill the vacancy thus
created. The Witness, a politic'o-religious Jjournal, was the organ of the
Free Church, and under the conduct of Hugh Miller it had become a
power in Scotland. That Mr. Bayne was thought worthy to succeed
such a man, and to assume such responsibilities, was a compliment of the
highest character. The appointment was accepted, to take effect at a
future day; and meantime he continued his German studies. Before
these were completed, a more tender engagement was formed by his
betrothal to the daughter of Major General Gerwien, of the Prussian
army.

In the summer of 1857, he returned from the continent, and on the first
of August entered upon his duties as editor of the Witness. The columns
of that journal have since borne constant testimony to the fertility of his
resources. Among other elaborate papers, there has appeared a series in
Defence of Hugh Miller’s ““ Testimony of the Rocks,” against an attack
in the North British Review. These papers have excited so much atten-
tion that a pamphlet edition of them has been called for and issued. In
this way, the intellectual wealth that should be concentrated into books
for the pleasure and profit of all, is poured out through channels designed
to reach the Scottish public alone. It cannot be, however, that journal-
ism, worthy and noble though it be, will be allowed to divert Mr. Bayne,
for a long period, from what he has demonstrated to be the true mission
of his life; and the expression of an earnest desire to that effect, in
behalf of his numerous admirers in America, may fitly close this notice.

BoSTON, APRIL, 1858.
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ESSAYS

IN

BIOGRAPHY AND CRITICISM.

I.

~ CHARLES KINGSLEY.

THERE are cases in which, by reason of certain postu-
lates which he finds himself entitled to assume, the task
of the critic is simplified and facilitated in an important
degree. These postulates enable him to strike the key-
note, to determine the ground-tone of his -criticism.
Towards all that can be characterized as fault, he must be
severe; towgrds what is merely error, he may be mild,
however decided. If he perceives that the author or book
on which he comments is radically ignoble, radically pro-
motive of laxity in principle or licentiousness in practice,
however marked exceptions may be, and however dexter-
ously the mask may be worn, it is his duty, with stern hand,
to tear aside the angel’s veil, and show the features of the
demon. If he perceives that the heart of the book or
author is sound, that, whatever errors may mingle with the
words spoken, their general sense is unequivocally and
firmly in favor of the good, the true, the beautiful, he must
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16 CHARLES KINGSLEY.

often given in their original bareness, without being mate-
rially unfolded, or pointing the way towards further truth.
Mr. Carlyle’s forms of expression and of sentence are con-
tinually recurring, while we are forced to own the absence
of that original and piercing observation, and that occa-
sional rhythmic cadence, which redeem their singularity in
his works.

But Mr. Kingsley is a minister of the Church of England,
a believer in Christianity. This is the second explicative
fact in determining his mental constitution and analyzing
his works. Christianity must be true; but Mr. Carlyle
cannot speak falsely: a union must be devised between
the two. And so Mr. Kingsley becomes one great repre-
sentative of the influence of Mr. Carlyle upon believers in
Christianity in the nineteenth century. We speak not in
any tone of censure. It is,indeed, much the reverse. We
firmly believe that such men as Mr. Carlyle are not sent
into our world for nothing —that they may speak truth
which it is the duty of Christians to hear, expose errors or
delinquencies which it is the duty of Christians to amend.
‘We thank Mr. Kingsley for reminding us of an important
truth, when he tells us, “ That God’s grace, like his love, is
free, and that His Spirit bloweth where it listeth, and vin-
dicates its own free-will against our narrow systems, by
revealing at times, even to nominal heretics and infidels,
truths which the Catholic Church must humbly receive as
the message of Him who is wider, deeper, more tolerant,
than even she can be.” Surely it is not well with a Chris-
tian church, when those who refuse the Christian name
exclaim, that they have applied to her the test appointed
by her Master, that they have looked round upon her works,
and have gained such a knowledge of her by so doing, that
they must assail her. We cannot, indeed, on any hypoth-
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csis defend those who confound Christianity with hierarchy,
in their attacks on the church. 'When they have exhausted
Christian morality, when they have raised the standard of
holiness and of love higher than “ Christ and his disciples”
raised it, then they may speak against the Gospel of Jesus
but the church must look warily and ponder well, when
infidels assert that their standard is higher than hers, that
the ancient, all-conquering banner is draggled in the mire.
Mr. Kingsley is right in accepting Mr. Carlyle’s writings
as a stern and momentous warning to Christian churches to
awake and bestir themselves.

From the influence of Mr. Carlyle, and all that he rep-
resents of modern doubt, modern inquiry, modern philoso-
phy, come those two applications of Christianity to distinct
phenomena of our time, which Mr. Kingsley has embodied
in Alton Locke and Hypatia. Inthe former, he endeavors
to apply Christianity to the arrangements of our social
system; in the latter, his chief effort is to show that Chris-
tianity alone allays and satisfies the cravings of the earnest
philosophic skeptic. It is unnecessary to dwell upon Yeast,
since it is an exhibition rather than a removal of difficul-
ties, a ‘problem’ without its solution. 'We doubt not Mr.
Kingsley would permit us to say, that the answers to the
questions proposed in Yeast are to be found in the two
works we have just referred to; not, perhaps, the complete
and final answers, but, at least, the general outline of those
methods by which national and individual health, moral,
social, intellectual, are to be attained. To these two
works, then, we propose first to direct our attention, after
quoting two short passages from Yeast, the first declarative
of Mr. Kingsley’s faith in the firal victory of Christianity,
the second very appropriately and cheeringly conclusive on
the point that, however dark may be the revelations of

2*
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Alton Locke, we have reason even in our century, to thank
God and take courage,

“I believe that the ancient creed, the eternal gospel,
will stand, and conquer, and prove its might in this age, as
it has in every other for eighteen hundred years, by claim-
ing, subduing, and organizing those young anarchic forces,
which now, unconscious of their parentage, rebel against
Him to whom they owe their being.”

This is a good hope, and the man may act courageously
in whose bosom it dwells. Yet we must remark, that such
general declarations, except when based on a very wide
and accurate induction, are of little value. If the period
at which Christianity is to triumph is at an indefinite dis-
tance, the announcement is little better than a truism; a
noble, a glorious truism, indeed ; but of application to all
times as well as the present. If Mr. Kingsley intends to
declare that Christianity has hitherto prevailed over every
form of infidelity, in such a manner and within such a time
as to dispel all fear for its victory over skepticism in our
century, we must demur tohis correctness. It is as stern a
duty to compute the force and to weigh the triumphs of
the adversary, as it is to bare the sword, and march into
the conflict. Whatever the shame and agony with which
we accompany the concession, we must grant that the
doctrines of Voltaire have been extensively victorious on
the Continent. The fact is one of unspeakable sadness;
but, like every fact honestly accepted and interpreted, it
reads us important lessons. It points us to the Continent,
where thrones totter, where armies magch, where, for sixty
years, human blood has been flowing in torrents from
battle-plain and barricade; in these fearful characters it
holds up to us the truth, that religion is the sheet-anchor
of national stability, that the nations which know not God
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ley’s general opinions, and the asperity of his general
appeals.  “It might seem incredible,” said the cool and
large-minded Mackintosh, «if it were not established by
the expericnce of all ages, that those who differ most from
the opinions of their fellow-men are most confident of the
truth of their own.” It is a kindred observation, and
equally true, that those whose opinions are hastily adopted,
those who refuse the long drudgery of thought, and think
with the heart rather than the head, are ever the most
fiercely dogmatic in their tone. Mr. Kingsley deals round
his blows at political economists, at evangelical clergymen,
at Calvinists, and others, with such fierce decision, that
we might reasonably expect to find him prepared with
some all-healing scheme, before which every other philan-
thropic or political device would hide its diminished head,
or, at least, with some carefully-thought refutation of oppos-
ing theorics. But, instead of this, we find the remedy he
proposes to apply to our social ills to be one concerning
which the most ardent friend of the people may entertain
serious doubts; the answer he affords to our philosophic
questionings, however true, to be neither very novel, very
precise, nor very profound ; and his refutation of opposing
theories to be little else than strong appeals to our feelings,
with certain disputable axioms from Mr. Carlyle. We are
happy, however, to be able to state, that Mr. Kingsley’s
ablést work, Hypatia, is marked by a great improvement
in this respect. If a certain patronizing, pitying, con-
descending tone towards an old rheumatic church, and a
slow, un-ideal gencration, still lingers on the page, we
gladly admit that it is nowise so conspicuous as clsewhere,
and that the dogmatism has as good as disappeared.

Alton Locke is a didactic novel, suggested by the sor-
rows of the tailors and needlewomen of the metropolis.
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Tts objects are, to open the eyes of the public to the horrors
endured by large numbers of our working-classes, and to
advocate a scheme by which these horrors can be removed.

The hero, Alton Locke, is a talented youth, born in
extreme poverty ; who becomes a tailor, a skeptic, a Chart-
ist, an author, and ultimately an advocate of Christian
socialism. The book opens with a sketch of his early life.
Ie was quite a remarkable child. Not only was his moral
nature superhumanly faultless, but his love of nature was so
intense, that he found his delight in zotlogizing among the
beetles and worms, which children in general shun.

His mother was also, in her way, remarkable. She was
a Calvinist, who carried Calvinism further than we ever
saw it carried; to an extent, indeed, which we consider
impossible. She is represented as exceeding logical. “She
dared not even pray for our conversion, earnestly as she
prayed on every other subject. ..... Had it not been
decided from all eternity?” Yet “her clear logical sense ”
failed to perceive that just as God knew from all eternity
who would be his redeemed in time, so He knew every
other matter; that this was not his single act of omni-
science and omnipotence. Calvinism sets its foot upon the
fact of God’s foreknowledge, implying, as it does, certainty;
an honest opponent of Calvinism must allow that it enjoins
the use of all possible means. We cannot but think Mr.
Kingsley has here drawn a supposititious character, has
rather looked at what he conceived to be Calvinism, and
embodied what he believed to be its inevitable results,
than drawn from actual life. There never was a more
decided Calvinist than Jonathan Edwards; we recommend
his works to Mr. Kingsley as an answer to the question
whether Calvinism destroys active endeavor after conver-
sion or all-embracing and earnest prayer. If Mrs. Locke
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was too logical to pray for the conversion of her children,
it was by a breach of logic that she prayed for anything in
the world. '

IIis mother’s Calvinism develops precocious skepticism
in young Alton, so that, when he comes in contact with
clever infidelity, among the journeymen tailors with whom
he goes to work, he speedily loses his early belief in the
Bible as the Word of God. He becomes acquainted with
an old Scotchman, named Sandy Mackaye, shrewd, specu-
lative, warm-hearted, and an intense admirer of Mr. Carlyle.
The influence of Sandy, and of John Crossthwaite, an in-
telligent Chartist tailor, prevails so far with Alton, as to
make him an ardent Chartist. He gives early indications
of high literary ability, and soon commences to rhyme.
In a picture-gallery he falls vehemently in love with the
daughter of a dean, in his affection for whom he is thwarted
by a malicious and selfish cousin. He is on the Chartist
side on the famous 10th of April, but takes no part in the
proceedings. At length he expires, just as he comes within
sight of the American coast, whither he had set out, in
conformity with the last will and testament of Sandy
Mackaye. Besides Alton Locke and Sandy, there are sev-
eral other characters of importance; a philanthropic, scien-
tific dean, who is so devoid of aristocratic exclusiveness as
to invite a journeyman tailor to reside for some time in his
house, on a footing of perfect equality, merely because he
has displayed uncommon talents; a variety of distressed
tailors; and a Lady Eleanor Staunton, who marries a cul-
tivated and benecvolent nobleman, becomes a widow, ex-
pends her fortune in works of charity, is ahead of her whole
age in Christian philanthropy and pllilosoplly; converts
Alton and Crossthwaite, and in every way approves her-
self what the heroine of a philanthropic novel ought to be.
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‘We shall not enlarge upon the fact that probability is
unceremoniously violated in .4lon ZLocke. That such is
the case, is undeniable, and has been elsewhere very forci-
bly pointed out. This, indeed, is no unusual circumstance
in the novels of Mr. Kingsley. His characters very often
move in an atmosphere of their own — exhibit qualities
and experience emotions peculiar to themselves. That
ride of Lancelot’s after the fox, in the commencement
of Yeast, is a remarkable illustration of the fact. If
Mr. Kingsley himself performed that notable ride, we will
take his assertion as indisputable; but we must be permitted
to doubt whether any other man ever rode after a fox in
the like fashion. ‘With the prize in view, and coming down
hill, Lancelot checks his horse to sentimentalize on the
affecting circumstance that the hounds have leaped over
the paling of a churchyard; he sees a lady emerge from
the church, who quite changes the current of his ideas;
he dashes on again after the fox; but, as the saddle, dur-
ing a steeple-chase, is a peculiarly fitting place, from its
repose and safety, for philosophic dreaming, he thinks noth-
ing of his horse, but only of the ladye-love he has just
seen ; “his understanding was trying to ride, while his
spirit was left behind with Argemone.” He comes back to
himself precisely at the moment when he ought to have
stayed away, just as his horse is' clearing a high paling;
his first act of returning consciousness is to check the steed
in mid-air, and of course bring him down on the palings.
Really, the probability would have been rather enhanced
than otherwise, by our being informed that the whole appas
ratus, horse and man, was constructed of timber, and went
by steam. In violence of emotion, again, and sudden
change of scene, we might back Mr. Kingsley’s novels
against any production of the Minerva Press. The period



24 CHARLES KINGSLEY.

and reene in which the plot of Mypatia is laid, were so
confused and tumultuous, that there is an apology at hand
for considerable commotion and excitement. But, even
with this concession, we must submit that the whole book
wears too much the aspect of a frenzied dream, and that no
mere mortal could possibly weep so much, swoon so much, be
enraptured so much, as that sorely-tried youth Philammon,
within a few days, and yet survive. Mr. Kingsley’s figures
scem beyond the influence of those sedatives which nature
has kindly appointed for the excited brain. “Day and
night successive, and the timely dew of sleep,” of which
Adam spoke to Eve, seem not to affect them. Nay, the
usual tranquillizing effects of mere eating and drinking,
the mere clogging of the ethereal principle by the body to
which it is chained, appear to be escaped by them. All
their emotions are in the superlative degree; if extremes
are always false, we tremble for Mr. Kingsley’s reputation
as a depicter of character. 'We have our own objections
to bring against Mr. Thackeray, but here he deserves all
praise; his characters, however devoid they may be of any
important power to -instruct or animate, are just the poor,
dull human beings, or the supposably clever people, one
meets in actual life. Mr. Kingsley’s figures appear to move
about in an atmosphere of fire-mist.

In his hero, Alton Locke, Mr. Kingsley has, perhaps un-
consciously, drawn a character which is very common in
the present day. His radical quality, little as he or M.
Kingsley thinks so, is intellectual weakness. He staggers
on from opinion to opinion, taking his ideas always from
the more powerful minds with which he comes in contact;
when he dies, we are by no means sure that, had he lived
seven yecars, he would not have returned from America
with his opinions entirely altered once more. We have
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long admired and wondered at the power of Shakspeare
in portraying such men as Alton Locke. He has a large
class of characters, whose distinguishing quality it is, that
persuasion has absolute power over them. Such are Cor-
iolanus, Othello, Cassius the friend of Othello; our readers
may recollect many others. They are noble fellows all;
full of fire, of generosity, of intensity; their words are
metaphorical and far-sounding ; but, somehow or other, the
reason is always led captive; the will stoops to receive the
yoke ; despite asseveration, despite determination, the point
at which they will yield to entreaty can be calculated and
assigned. Of this radical type is Alton Locke; with suffi-
cient eloquence of voice and smile, Lillian could have
turned him to anything; his actions are impulsive and
headstrong, his feelings occupy the throne in his mind.
‘We agree most cordially with the grand truth, whose pro-
mulgation brings this book to a conclusion; the grand
truth that Christianity alone can save the working-man:
but certainly, the fact that a beautiful benefactress converts
Alton to this faith, as the last of a variety of opinions,
would weigh very little with us in its adoption.

Sandy Mackaye is certainly a very ably-drawn and in-
structive character. He has been recognized as the best
figure in the book, and we care not to combat the opinion ;
yet we think that Alton Locke is, in his way, just as true
to nature. Sandy is a fierce realist, who reads old history
and politics, and the works of Mr. Carlyle; who cannot
away with any high-flown mysticism, or wanderings in the
regions of the ideal; who loves the people with a profound
and unquenchable love; whose talk may at times be crab-
bed, but whose heart is always warm; and who rests im-
movably in the fact, that moral excellence is the only hope
for the poor man. It were absurd to deny that Mr. Kings-

SECOND SERIES. 3
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ley has displayed extraordinary powers in depicting Sandy
Muackaye. Yet, even here, we have one word of objection,
and again its application extends beyond the present in-
stance. Mr. Kingsley exhibits on various occasions an
intimate acquaintance with Mr. Carlyle’s and Goethe’s great
doctrine of unconsciousness; he must also from the great
“Ilarpocrates-Stentor” have heard a great deal about
silence. How is it, then, that his characters are so ex-
tremely conscious, and so extremely talkative? There is
no law of which we can more confidently affirm the uni-
versality — witness nature and Shakspeare — than the law
that thosc who act greatly and feel deeply do not talk
much. Great men are marked by their power to dispense
with human sympathy: “silence is the perfectest herald of
joy;” and who does not know that the proud heart, in its
moments of deepest anguish, scorns to vent its sorrow in
words? Mr. Carlyle rightly rejects the story that Burns
was seen by some tourists in a theatrical garb and attitude,
knowing that his manly mind would have shaken away
such frivolous distinction. Cromwell was no man to make
collections of bits of armor from his various fields, or of
flags from the various castles he reduced. Does Shakspeare
make mighty Julius talk much? We cannot believe that
Sandy Mackaye’s room was decorated as Mr. Kingsley
avers. Political caricatures dangling from the roof; obrfox-
ious books impaled; Icon Basilike “dressed up in a paper
shirt, all drawn over with figures of flames and devils, and
surmounted by a peaked paper cap, like an auto-da-fe ;
—all this is too trivial, too external, for the man who will
risk his life for freedom. Go into the room of the juvenile
amateur Chartist, whose valor all evaporates at the sight
of a baton, and you will probably find the whole. Mr.
Kingsley’s characters are always opening up to you their
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whole hearts; every emotion must reach the tongue ; Elea-
nor alone, of all his figures that we at present recollect,
exhibits a slight trace of most refreshing taciturnity. One
is reminded, in listening to their incessant parade of emo-
tion, of those regarding whom Guizot, quoting from Pe-
trarch, says, that their “ tongue was at once their lance and
sword, their casque and buckler.” We really mean to give
Mr. Kingsley a friendly hint, when we remind him of that
masterly stroke in Sallust’s portraiture of Jugurtha, plu-
rimum facere, minimum de se loqui.”

‘We cannot dwell upon particular scenes in Alfon Locke,
but we must express our unqualified admiration of that
chapter in which Sandy Mackaye, after listening to Alton’s
poetry about the island in the Pacific, suddenly drags him
away to visit certain scenes which he knows in London,
and which, by Sandy’s irresistible recommendation, become
thenceforth the sole subjects of Alton’s muse. The boy’s
rhymes about his adopted island, which was to be colon-
ized and converted by missionaries, are remarkably good ;
one is tempted to imagine them real productions; the low-
est praise that can be given them is, that they are fac-
similes. The fragments of the description of the isle, with
its central volcano, which,

¢ Shaking a sinful isle with thundering shocks,
° Reproved the worshippers of stones and stocks,”

admit of no improvement. Sandy laughs heartily at this
rhyme, but, relapsing into a very serious mood, leads the
youth swiftly away to give him a glimpse of the poctry of
reality. He brings him first to an alley, where, on the one
hand, a gin-palace, and on the other, a pawnbroker’s shop,
feed, like two hell-born monsters, on the poor. The scene
is depicted with harrowing distinctness: —
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«But all this,” whines Alton, “is so —so unpoetical.”

“«Hech!” exclaims Sandy, “is there no’ heaven above
them there, and the hell beneath them? and God frown-
ing, and the devil grinning! No poetry there! Isno’the °
verra idea o’ the classic tragedy defined to be, man con-
quered by circumstance? Canna ye see it there? And
the verra idea of the modern tragedy, man conquering cir-
cumstance? And I’ll show ye that, too, in many a garret
where no eye but the gude God’s enters, to see the patience,
and the fortitude, and the self-sacrifice, and the luve stronger
than death, that’s shining in thae dark places o’ the earth.
Come wi’ me, and see.”

Sandy then guides Alton to a miserable garret, where 2
wretched family drag out a wo-stricken existence in utter
want. Yet the pride of other days lingers there, and the
work-house is recoiled from. One girl lies dying on a cold
bed, yet enjoying the purest joys of religious rapture. An-
- other is driven, to avert the absolute starvation of her
mother and the rest, to that resource which is worse than
death, which is suggestive of the most profoundly melan-
choly reflections to which even our dark world can give
rise. No part of Uncle Tom’s Cabin seems to us to
reach the pathos which has been reached by Mr. Kingsley
in this passage. The mother prefers absolute starvation to
shame, and appeals to Sandy to expostulate with her daugh-
ter as to her conduct. The latter, in such tones as may be
imagined, breaks in thus:—¢“Repent—1I have repented
—1I repent of it every hour —I hate myself, and hate all
the world, because of it; but I must —I must. I cannot
see her starve, and I cannot starve myself” And then
what inexpressible pathos is here! —«Oh! if that fine lady
as we’re making that riding-habit for, would just spare
only half the money that goes in dressing her up to ride
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in the park, to send us out to the colonies, would n’t I be
an honest girl there ! — Maybe, an honest man’s wife! Oh,
my God! would n’t I slave my fingers to the bone for him!”

Sandy, on their departure, thus sums up all to the young
poet : — “ Poetic element? Yon lassie, rejoicing in her
disfigurement, like the nuns of Peterborough in aunld time
—is there no poetry there? That puir lassie, dying on
the bare boards, and seeing her Saviour in her dreams, is
there no poetry there, callant? That ould body owre the
fire, wi’ her “an officer’s dochter,” is there no poetry there?
— tragedy

¢ With hues as when some mighty painter dips
His pen in dyes of earthquake and eclipse.’

Ay, Shelly’s gran’; always gran’; but fact is grander—
God and Satan are grander. All around ye, in every gin-
shop and costermonger’s cellar, are God and Satan at death-
gripes; every garret is a haill ¢Paradise Lost’ or ¢Para-
dise Regained,’ and will ye think it beneath ye to be the
people’s poet 2

That whole chapter is masterly.

‘We thidk also that the description of Sandy’s death is
a singularly felicitous effort of genius. The old man had
doubted and speculated long, clear only of one thing, that
it was his duty to love his neighbor as himself, and give
his every faculty to resist the empire of darkness here on
earth. The times were perplexing, ominous, dreary; he
could not fathom or explain God’s dealings with men; but
he stood firm in his integrity ; and closed his lips with these
words, “Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right —
right —right——” Higher than this “ground plan of the
universe,” than this simple faith in infinite Wisdom and
infinite Love, no finite intellect has gone.

8%
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Mr. Kingsley has an immovable conviction that the
evils of socicty can be cured by bringing Christianity to
bear upon them. It was the idea of the life of Chalmers.
‘We need not say that our hope, too, lies-here. Mr. Kings-
ley, in Alton Locke, and in all his books, invokes Chris-
tians to commence the aggressive Christianization of the
masses of our population. He cuts mercilessly into what
is now becoming gencrally known by Mr. Carlyle’s nick-
name, “respectability.” The Christianity of custom, the
comfortable religion that is anxious, for safety’s sake, to
show a good example, all Christianity that does not recog-
nise the equalizing energy of the gospel of Jesus, stripping
men to the bare souls, and showing them all brethren if
they are in Christ Jesus, he lays bare with ruthless hands,
and bids away. Disguise it as we will, the fact pointed at
in the following paragraph is as undeniable as it is porten-
tous: —

“Is not,” asks one, “the Church of England the very
purest form of apostelic Christianity ?”

«It may be,” is the answer, “and so may the other sects.
But, somehow, in Judeas, it was the publicans and harlots
who pressed into the kingdom of heaven; it was the com-
mon people whe heard Christ gladly. Christianity, then,
was a movement in the hearts of the lower order. But
now, my dear fellow, you rich, who used to be told, in St.
James’s time, to weep and howl, have turned the tables
upon us poor. Itis you who are talking all along of* con-
verting us. Look at any place of worship you like, ortho-
dox and heretical; who fill the pews? the phariseces and

“the covetous, who used to deride Christ, fill his churches,
and say still, ‘This people, these masses, who know not
the gospel, are accursed’ And the universal feeling, as
far as I can judge, seems to be, not, ‘how hardly shall
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various sections of the working-classes, for co-operation in
production and division of profits. There is nothing, at
least, wild or visionary in the project. There are many
associations of workmen in France, and in several instances
they have been found successful. It is easy to form the
idea of each trade as a vast joint-stock company, in which
the workmen are both owners and laborers. Mr. Kingsley
proposes no arbitrary levelling of ranks; he perceives that,
in countless cases, individual cupidity and individual help-
lessness produce, on the one hand, exorbitant wealth, on
the other, destitution and slavery ; he would substitute the
economy of working owners for the cupidity of one, the
superintendence of indispensable functionaries for the for-
tuitous extortion of middle-men. In this there is really
nothing absurd or chimerical. The era of the equal enjoy-
ment of comfort by each class of the community is still be-
yond ken in the remoteness of the future; but the period
when an attempt may be made towards the afroximagjon
of classes has, we hope, arrived; and we see no danger in
adopting, as the basis of this attempt, the principle of co-
operation among the laboring class.

But when we lend this cautious sanction to the essential
pricciple of Mr. Kingsley’s schemes, he must bear with us
while we give him two brief but emphatic counsels, atten-
tion to which is necessary to even a possibility of success.
First, we must assure him that the difficulties which stand
in the way of a practical realization of his plan are of the
gravest description. For an exposition of these difficul-
ties, we refer our readers to Mr. Greg’s very able essays on
the subject. 'We cannot consider the reasonings of that
talented writer absolutely conclusive ; but we can say, that
they render the tone in which Mr. Kingsley advocates his
scheme utterly indefensible. Only in calm and deliberate
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moods can such questions be treated; not when the blood
is on fire with excitement, and the eye blind with burning
tears; in the anxious recollection of what Goethe says about
the danger of “active ignorance,” and in the conviction
that the problem to be solved in theory and practice might
demand the abstraction of a Newton and the sagacity of a
Napoleon, must such proposals be entertained. We must
hear no more about “the fiend of competition.” The
sympathies of all save those who have a selfish interest in
the prolongation of present distress, are with the philan-
thropic reformer. The boyish mistake must not be com-
mitted, of confounding with the rancor of cupidity that
which may be. the anticipation of nature’s decision. Our
second counsel to Mr. Kingsley is of kin to our first; we
advise him to speak no more in a tone of contempt of
political economy. It is true, that he mentions Mr. Mill
with respect, but there is no disguising the sneer with
which he greets the science of which Mr. Mill is a leading
exponent. We may grant he is not quite consistent here;
we suppose he would have Christian pastors acquainted
with the principles of social science; but he cannot rid
himself of the influence of Mr. Carlyle’s denunciation of
political economy. Now, if there is one opinion in the
circle of ideas in which every reflective man may be expected
to agree, it is, that Mr. Carlyle is here absolutely wrong.
It can be no defence to say, that political economists advo-
cate such and such a scheme; this is merely attributing to
Mr. Carlyle a vulgar and childish error. Political econo-
mists are not men who advocate any scheme whatever,
any more than astronomers are men who advocate any
particular theory of light or of gravitation: astronomers
are men who devote themselves to the discovery of what
the laws regulating the heavenly bodies are; political
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economists are those who bend their powers to the elimi-
nation of one great class of the laws which regulate the
social system. Their only postulate is one which Mr. Car-
Iyle reiterates, “ ubi homines sunt, modi sunt ;” where men
exist together for an hour, and act together in any particu-
lar way, there will spring up certain modes of thought and
action. If there are no such modes in our economic affairs,
if this is the only province in the universe where sequence
is, grima fucie, as untraceable as in the domain of the An-
arch old, or if it is an evil that men, before proceeding to
work, should simply and without further assumption %row
the clements with which they have to do, then can Mr.
Carlyle be defended in his attacks on the cconomists. His
tone is not that of remonstrance; it is that of unmeasured
contempt and indignation; and the thunder and flash of -
his aimless artillery have deafened and dazzled Mr. Kings-
ley. The fact is, that the arguments which can be adduced
against political economists, as such, are almost unanswer-
ably absurd; they remind one of Shelley’s differently-ap-
plied expression, “invulnerable nothings;” they are ghosts
too filmy for lead or bayonet, but which the first glimpse
of daylight resolves into invisibility.

In Alton Locke, Mr. Kingsley weighs Christianity as a
gospel of temporal salvation for the people. In Hypatia, he
measures it as a substitute for ancient and modern philoso-
phy. We shall not say that the execution in Hypatia
corresponds to the grandeur of the idea or the importance
of the subject ; but we accord Mr. Kingsley the high praise
that he has in this work correctly read one great sign of
the times. The thesis he attempts to prove in Hypatia may
be concisely expressed thus : — Christianity brings philoso-
phy into life, and life irfto philosophy : on the one hand, it
brings down into the hearts of men the ideas of purity which
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floated formerly in a few rare minds; on the other, it hal-
lows all those social relations with which philosophy has in
all ages shown such a willingness to meddle. 'We might
expatiate on the power displayed in separate passages in
this book. We might congratulate Mr. Kingsley on the
fact, that his colors retain all their richness and brilliancy,
being, indeed, rather deepened and enriched than other-
wise. But, on the whole, we must pronounce Hypatia a
failure. We have a general and grave objection to the
method adopted by its author for the promulgation of his
views. Even waiving the consideration of the fitness of
the novel for the discussion of any controverted question
— and here Mr. Greg’s objections have considerable weight
—we put it calmly to Mr. Kingsley, whether the momentous
interests he desires to serve are best promoted by a series
of fictions? Itis a ney thing, surely, to reconstruct society
on a foundation of brilliant and fashionable novels. Really,
if this example prevails, discussion will become, in the
happy ages of our children, a different thing from what it
has been hitherto. Itsliveliness will be indescribable. Only
conceive the change that will come about in the matter of
citations. No longer will one groan over such references
ag these : — Thom. Aq. Summ. Theol. (lib. x., cap. xi,, sec.
xii.) ; Duns. Scot. de Sent. Lombard. (prop. iii, sec. iv.);
Grot. de Jure Belli et Pacis (vol. i, lib, ii,, cap. iii.). We
shall be charmed by such authorities as these:—¢The
Christian Religion and the Rights of man” (see exhort. at
bedside of Alt. Locke, by Elean. Lyne. stand. nov., vol. xi.
Kings.) ; “ The Fundamental Distinction between Religion
and Philosophy” (see speech declar. of Ed. Clifford to
Angel. Goldfinch. Bent., ser., vol. xix.). There is a good
time coming, boys and girls, sure enough! But joking
* apart, we seriously think novels are not the best vehicle
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for such important proposals as Mr. Kingsley’s. Surely the
sufftage of the boarding-schools is not of such extreme
value. 'Would not a few calmly-argued treatises, which
men might read and ponder, be of more real weight than .
an indefinite number of drawing-room fictions? To this
extent our objection applies to all such novels as Mr. Kings-
ley’s. But of Hypatia we are compelled to say yet more.
‘We think it is a failure on its own ground. We cannot be
charged with bias in favor of philosophy against Christian-
ity, yet we acknowledge our impression, after witnessing
the part each plays in the book, to be rather in favor of the
former than the latter. Surely Mr. Kingsley, in almost
morbid candor, permitted an adversary to choose his facts.
To assail philosophy by a picture of its loveliest and one
of its purest martyrs; to advocate Christianity in a book
many of whose darkest scenes arg pictures of Christian
atrocity, and whose catastrophe is one of the blackest crimes
ever gloated over by a Gibbon:—we pause in astonishment
at the anomaly! But, rejoins Mr. Kingsley, it was my
object to teach a lesson to Christians also; to show them
that force and fraud can never be wedded to Christianity,
without a baneful progeny being the result. Such, it is
true, was Mr. Kingsley’s aim; but he leaves himself very
much in the case of him who wrote a severe attack upon
himself and neglected the intended vindication. We see
the evil in full operation, there is a dramatic exhibition of
that; but we discover only from a few didactic hints, that
matters would have been mended by a different state of
circumstances. 'With all its gorgeousness of coloring, and
sustained intensity of interest, and general correctness of
conclusion, Zfypatia must be pronounced a failure.

In the composition of Westward Ho, Mr. Kingsley had
a purpose less expressly didactic than that of the novels °
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we have mentioned. He approached his subject more
entirely from the artistic point of view, desirous not so
much to illustrate or enforce an argument, applicable at a
particular time and to one class of circumstances, as to
depict scenes fitted to evoke universal and perpetual admi-
ration, and to delineate characters with which all genera-
tions might sympathize. To emerge thus into the wider
sphere of general art must have been felt as a decided advan-
tage by Mr. Kingsley; and an advantage corresponding to
that experienced by him, might have been looked for, in a
more natural and easy freedom of narrative, and in didactic
inferences less strained and premeditated, by readers. This
expectation would not have been altogether disappointed.
Westward Ho is in some respects the most hearty, health-
ful, and true, of Mr. Kingsley’s fictions. His sympatlfy
with the old heroes whom he endeavors to portray, is gen-
uine and profound; in the rocky coves of the coast of
Devon and on the pleasant hills of its interior, his step is
elastic and joyous as if he had known them in his youth;
and although he never wrote without a present glow of
enthusiasm in his subject, it may easily be believed that
neither in the description of the Greeks of the Nile, nor in
the exposure and treatment of our social maladies, was he,
on the whole, so much at home, as in company of the
Raleighs and Drakes, with ancient philosophy and modern
economics both in the distance. But it cannot be alleged
that any radical change has taken place in Mr. Kingsley’s
style of thought and expression. Sympathy with all that
is strong, fearless, honorable, and beautiful, — richness and
profusion of color, — hopefulness, buoyancy, breadth of
sunny light and general cheerfulness, — these we were for-
merly accustomed to from Mr. Kingsley, and these are
present still. But the old recklessness of assertion, the
SECOND SERIES. 4 '
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old excitement and feverish haste, the old boisterousness
of tone, the old extravagance of conception, meet us still

The object set before himself by Mr. Kingsley in writing
Westiward Ilo was, as he informs us in his opening chapter,
to do honor to the memory of England’s heroes of 1588,
the time of the Armada, the Drakes, the Hawkinses, the
Gilberts, the Raleighs, the Grenviles, the Oxenhams, men
not only of England but of Devon; and, honoring them,
to proclaim to Englishmen the “same great message which
the songs of Troy, and the Persian wars, and the trophies
of Marathon and Salamis, spoke to the hearts of all true
Greeks of old.”

Both the aim here indicated and the subject chosen
merit high commendation. The period of British history
to which Mr. Kingsley leads us back, affords rich and varied
materials for the epic pocet, the historian, and the historical
novelist. Stirring and lofty incident, well-marked, strong,
and noble character, splendid and diversified coloring, .
equally abound. It was the time when the nations were
arranging themselves after the mighty convulsion of the
Reformation. The work occupied several centuries, and
Mr. Kingsley contemplates one of the most important parts
of the imposing process. The spirit of Protestantism had
awakened. Superstition, its eye bleared and dim with the
darkness of a thousand years, had staggered and reeled,
with groping hands that seemed about to fall powerless, in
the shafts of the, far-stretching moral dawn. But another
spirit had come up upon the earth, a spirit whose birth-
place, can we hesitate to say, was in the nether deep of
hell: the spirit of Jesuitism. Into the tottering frame of
Superstition this spirit entered, lending a new throb to its
fainting heart, arousing it once more to assert‘its sway.
Then began a great contest: its theatre the old and new
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worlds, and the great oceans by which they are encom-
passed ; its actors the nations that led the van of civiliza-
tion. The nations which, at the period chosen by Mr.
Kingsley, specially supported the contest, were England
and Spain. In England, reigned Elizabeth. Her character
was not of the noblest. Vanity might be pardoned; but
the hand of time will never efface the dark stains of cruelty
and hypocrisy from that queenly brow: and Mr. Kingsley,
chivalrous as he is, might have attained a higher nobleness
than that of chivalry, the nobleness of dauntless and un-
deviating devotion to truth, by rather damping, on this
account, his enthusiasm for “ Gloriana.” But whatever her
failings, Elizabeth represented much of what was noblest
in her time: her intellect was calm and sagacious: and she
had the will of a sovereign born. She was surrounded by
a constellation of able and courageous men, who served
her with the loyalty of subjects to their monarch, and with
the devotion of true knights to a noble lady. Flattery, in
the court of Elizabeth, seems to deserve a less ignoble
name. We shall not say it was in small and sordid sel-.
fishness that Raleigh laid his mantle under her feet, or that
the gentle Spenser warbled silver strains of adulation in
her ear. Turning from England to Spain, the prospect,
though contrasted, is perhaps equally remarkable. Perhaps
no nation of modern times has presented an appearance so
well fitted to attract the poet or dramatist, as that presented
by Spain in the sixteenth century. The Spaniard alone
among Europeans retained the ancient devotion to Rome;
-a devotion unaffected by doubt, unbroken by inquiry; a
devotion unmeasured in degree and which suggests the
infinite. Such devotion cannot exist without imparting to
the character of man or nation a certain austere gran-
deur, a certain epic sublimity. But this was not the only
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circumstance which renders the Spaniard of the sixteenth
century an object worthy of contemplation. His country-
men had led the way to the new world. His country was
the leading power in Europe. Combining the pride and
valor of antiquity, with the spirit of enterprise then begin-
ning to mark itself as a characteristic of modern times;
strong in faith as an old Hecbrew, yet crafty, cruel, and in-
domitable; he exhibits the finest effects of light and shade,
the subtlest blending of good and evil. His figure might
have been painted by a Rembrandt: his character might
have been studied by a Shakspeare.

To all this we must add a consideration of the stage on
which such actors as these played their part. The gran-
deurs of the western world were then unfolding them-
sclves, like a mighty panorama, to the eyes of Europe;
and if we would conceive aright the effect produced by
that grand panorama, we must heighten its natural colors,
as now known and defined by us, with all the hues cast
over it by an awakening and excited imagination. In our
own time, we have seen the nations startled, allured, and set
in motion, by gold. Westward and southward, to the ends
of the earth, men have rushed to its witching gleam. DBut
the poetry, the wonder, the enchantment, which hovered
over the gold regions of the sixteenth century, are here no
longer. 'We know all about the matter now. We examine
the country geologically. We pound the quartz with en-
gines. 'We scarch *the dross heap with mercury. All is
clear, precise, scientifie, prosaic. 'We call the auriferous
localitics, diggings; a word hardly yet adapted for an epic
poem! We know exactly what we have to expect when
we go out. If we find one or two nuggets, we are fortu-
nate men ; but our principal occupations must be digging,
with aching back, in a grave-like pit, and splashing and
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rinsing among mud and puddle. The country, too, in which
we must work, is of the commonplace. Venturing into
the interior, of Australia at least, we may perish for
want of water. The natives are wretched Bushmen ; the
animals opossums and kangaroos. How different was it
in the days of Cortes and Pizarro, of Drake and Raleigh!
If you went out with a few venturous companions, you
might found a kingdom, amass untold treasures, and eat
from dishes of gold. You expected to see the yellow metal
glittering on the mountain-side. The roots of the herb
you plucked up by the wayside might be intertwined with
wreaths of silver. You had heard of the golden city of
Manoa, in the midst of its sacred lake, where the eye lit
only on gold. Wise and sober men assured you of the
existence of this city, and the wandering Indians who told
the tale, themselves believed it. The known wonders of
Mexico and Peru seemed to make nothing impossible. Far
away in the west, bosomed in forests to which the woods
of Europe were shrubberies, and over which gleamed a
thousand flowers, seated in that mystic lake, Manoa was,
for at least a century, the point towards which the eyes of
the daring and adventurous in the old lands were turned.
The magnificence of the other physical conditions of the
New World corresponded with its interest as the region
of exhaustless wealth. The Andes overtopped the Alps,
‘the European rivers dwindled to rivulets beside Amazon
and La Plata. The condor soared among the peaks and
snows of the mountains, the jaguar prowled amid the end-
less forests. Birds, whose plumage vied with the brilliancy
of the flowers around them, thronged the river banks,
perching on the boughs of gigantic trees, at whose foot
crocodiles lay basking in the sun. Let it now be conceived-
that all this was borne to the nations of Europe on the
4%
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shadowy wings of rumor, and came with all the power of
novelty upon peoples still apt to wonder; and some idea
will be formed of the witching splendors which encircled
America in the cyes of Europe, in the sixteenth century.

With such materials as these, the fervid imagination of
Mr. Kingsley could scarcely have failed to produce a power-
ful effect. No one can arise from his pages, however hasty
his perusal of the book, without having had his conception
of all connected with the period hrought out in vivid clear-
ness.  What we have said can convey but a very faint idea
of Mr. Kingsley’s luxuriant description and fine enthusiasm.
IIis delineations of character, too, are by no means unsuc-
cessful. The English sea-captains of the period, those

t

« Adventurous hearts who barter’d bold
Their English blood for Spanish gold,”

are brought before us fuce to face.  There is, indeed, no at-
tempt made to depict the highest minds of the time in
their highest employments. 'We are brought once or twice
to glance for a moment into the councils of the nation, and
have a pretty distinct idea of the views entertained by the
great actors in the event of the book—the defeat of the
Armada. But Sir Amyas Leigh is really nothing better
than a rough, shrewd, resolute sea-captain; one of a class
which may have influenced the destinies of England, but
hardly such an one as would individually exercise an im-
portant influence on them. We doubt not, however, that
precisely such men as this Sir Amyas wrested their gold
from the Spaniards in that century, burned and ravaged
along the Spanish main, and prowled like wolves of the
ocean for the silver flect. As we should have expected,
Mr. Kingsley has inade them somewhat too talkative, but
we think that, in knowledge of the value of silence, and
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conception of the energy which seeks no vent in words,
there has been, since the days of A4lton Locke and Yeast,
a marked improvement.

Nor has Mr. Kingsley failed on the side of Spain. He
succeeds in fixing in his reader’s intellectual vision, with a
power and boldness which give assurance that it will not
pass away, that figure of the Spaniard of the sixteenth
century. 'We mark his intense egotism, his national pride,
his boundless avarice, his cunning, and, above all, his cru-
elty. 'We hate his cold, clear, inevitable eye, his iron brow,
his closed and determined lip. But just as we are about
to turn from him in loathing, he is brought within the limits
at once of art and of nature, and we feel that we have still
a sympathy in which to embrace him; for we mark his
dauntless valor. The contrast and the union of his quali-
ties Mr. Kingsley skilfully brings out; and what acquaint-
ance we have with the history of the period, convinces us
that the distinct and striking portrait is closely accordant
with fact.

So far we can proceed with honest heartiness in admira-
tion and applause of Westward Ho! But now we must
change our tone. It is not too much to say that every ele-
ment of truth and beauty in the book is all but neutralized,
by the presence of other elements, neither of truth nor of
beauty. In construction of plot, Mr. Kingsley never dis-
played remarkable skill. But his plot here—the whole
machinery of his novel —is an agglomeration of extrava-
gance and absurdity. The love affair, though in some of
its touches drawn from the life, is, on the whole, preposter-
ous. As one passes from volume to volume, he is beset by
all the adjectives his vocabulary commands expressive of
prodigy, abortion and folly, each seeming to claim a part in
characterizing the successive absurdities. Once we lose
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sight of the love stories and their dependent circumstances,
all becomes comparatively right and true. Mr. Kingsley,
if his gaze is at times unsteady, if his hand is somewhat
apt to shake, may yet be said to be at home with reality.
His descriptions of South American river-scenery are mas-
terly. A comparison of his pictured pages with those of
Humboldt demonstrates minute accuracy. His sketches of
the landscapes of Devon are still better; distinct, bold,
beautiful. Of his treatment of strictly historical characters,
we have spoken. But of his management of plots and
love stories, we should rather not speak. Readers shall
judge for themselves. We must be excused for glancing
somewhat particularly at the incidents of Westward Ho!
Their cloquence will prove far more expressive than ours.
In the first chapter of the book, we are introduced to
the hero, a boy of fourteen, by no means clever, but ex-
tremely good-natured, and in physical proportions, a young
Hercules. Of course he is good-looking, has yellow locks,
etc, etc. His name is Amyas Leigh. He is the son of
Leigh of Burrough, near Bideford, then a considerable
town on the coast of Devon. Strolling through the streets
of Bideford, he is attracted by a group around a certain
Mr. Oxenham, a mariner, who has sailed to the Spanish
Main, and proposes to sail again. The right-hand man of
this Oxenham is a wild, rude, stalwart seaman, named Sal-
vation Yeo, who, in the course of the tale, becomes a Puri-
tan of the Ironside order, and approves himself, if sharp
and biting as vinegar, yet true as steel. Young Master
Amyas has scarcely come up with the group, before we
learn that his heart is already set upon sea-life, and that
his dreams by night and by day are of the Spanish Main.
But he knows he is yet young, and being a sensible fellow,
is contented to wait. Mr. Oxenham sails on his voyage,



CHARLES KINGSLEY. 45

Salvation Yeo along with him; for a time both go off the
boards. Meanwhile the father of Amyas dies, leaving two
sons — the hero of the book, and Frank, older than he, a
scholar, courtier, perfect gentleman, and bold as alion,
yet of tiny frame and delicate intellectual texture. After
a time, Amyas, tired of being flogged by a school-master
whom he has outgrown, one day playfully breaks his slate
over the pedagogue’s head; whereupon his godfather, Sir
Richard Grenvile, and the disrespectfully-treated instructor,
conclude that his studies of the humanities may be con-
sidered complete. At this point we hear of Rose Salterne,
yclept the Rose of Torridge, who, albeit she has no engag-
ing quality, beyond beauty and a fondness for romantic
narrative, has struck to the heart and vanquished every eligi-
ble youth in the neighborhood, and among the rest both
Frack and Amyas. We consider it a libel upon Devon-
shire to relate this universal falling in love. It is true
that Rose turns out better than was to have been expected;
but in her girlhood she is nothing but a gay, sprightly,
frivolous, village belle, of kind heart enough no doubt, and
clear harmless nature, but without a trait of such power as
might lead captive a strong man. And were there, no
other pretty girls in Devon? The fact is, Mr. Kingsley’s
ladies, especially in the commencement of the book, are
insipid; we have not been able to care a straw about any
one of them. Be the case as it might, it is distinctly
asserted of the young men of Devon that they all, with
one accord, fell in love with the Rose of Torridge; and as
the proceeding was at first extremely foolish, its folly was
persevered in with admirable consistency. Rose probably
appreciated the silliness of their conduct, for, as the reader
will be gratified to hear, she cared for none of them.

In duc time, Amyas sails on his first voyage, going round
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the world with Drake, whom, ever after, he regards asa
chief and hero among men. Of the voyage we have no
particulars, but, after much festivity on his return, he goes
to Ireland, to fight the Spaniards who have landed at Smer-
wick, and meets Raleigh and Spenser. Heré he has the
misfortune to take a prisoner, named Don Guzman Maria
Magdalena Sotomayar de Soto, who at first is all that could
be wished, and gives prospect of a rich ransom, but is the
cause ultimately of wo without end. Amyas finds some-
thing to engage him in Ireland, and sends his captive over
to Devon, to wait his arrival. 1ere the Don has, of course,
little to do, and being a handsome fellow, with a knack of
telling tales of his escapes and valorous deeds, with an
interesting sadness hanging about him — having, in short,
touches of Othello, of the Childe, and of Rochester, in his
composition —he is far more likely to be successful with
the young ladies than the mealy-mouthed lovers of Rose
Salterne. Many of the matches in the power of this young
lady would have been excellent. Amyas'was sure of pro-
motion, and was a hearty, noble fellow. Frank was perfect
in courtesy, and sunned in the favor of Queen Elizabeth.
There were bonny estates cnough in Devon which she
might have called her own.-~ In fact, whether they had
declared or not — Amyas had not — there were multitudes
of suitors to choose among, any one of whom would have
made her happy. But this Don Guzman was decidedly
objectionable. IIe was a Spaniard, a Papist, a captive, one
who came with no introductions, and of whose prospects
you could have no distinet idea. IIe falls in love, how-
ever, with Rose, though not in the fiery way in which
the Devonshire youth chose to do so, and she now, finding
a suitor for once independent and able to do without her,
responds passionately to his affection. Rose elopes with
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her lover, and goes across to America, his wedded wife;
a spirited proceeding, though, we allow, not unexampled.
But now the mischief begins to thicken. Frank had, ere-
whijle, persuaded the Devonshire suitors to form themselves
into a brotherhood, united by common devotion to the
lady, and bound both to confer their friendship on the man
she finally preferred, and to stand like good knights be-
tween her and any evil. Finding themselves outwitted
by the Don, the young gentlemen are, of course, consider-
ably irritated, and since it is now an impossible case that
any good can result from an attempt at interference, they
forthwith resolve to interfere. They find a ship, call it
Rose, elect Amyas captain, and set sail after the bridal party
for the Spanish Main. One of the ship’s company is Sal-
vation Yeo. He, it may be remembered, sailed with Mr,
Oxenham. That individual, a person of very imperfect
character, came to no good. The last words Yeo heard
from his lips were an entreaty to take care of his little
girl, a child of seven; and the fixed idea of Yeo’s life is
now to find this “little maid.” She unfortunately has got
into the hands of the Spaniards, and her chances of turn-
ing up, unless she happen to be needed by the novelist,
are few indeed. It is not mentioned that, on the occasion
of the departure of the good ship Rose, the shore was
lined with spectators, who expressed their interest in the
enterprise by shouts of laughter. ‘But certainly no expe-
dition so ridiculous ever set sail before or after, in fact or
fiction, and we can only pronounce the whole affair a joke
too far overdone to be amusing. Meanwhile, the married
pair had been as happy as possible. Rose declared after-
wards, that at this period she was in Paradise. At least
we may conclude that there were no serious quarrels. But,
lo! there appears a cormorant, to bring dismay into this
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South American Eden. It is a young Roman Catholic,
formerly a lover of the bride, and a cousin of Frank and
Amyas, wholly under the influence of the Jesuits, and dis-
posed, in this houschold, to do as much mischief as he can.
He is perhaps the most watery edition of Iago that has ap-
peared, as is Rose of Desdemona; for in the skelefor of
Mr. Kingsley’s tuale there is here a singular resemblance to
that not very recondite history of Othello. The modern
Iago strives to awaken jealousy in the breast of Don Guz-
man. In this his attempt would probably have been vain,
had not those moonstruck lovers come peering across the
Atlantic, at a time when cvery scnsible friend knows he is
not wanted. Of course, if a whole cargo of lovers come
after your wife, you may have some qualms about the ex-
clusiveness of her affection; and if the most insane of these
come into your garden at night, when you are from home,
and your wife, thongh with the purest intentions, finds
herself in the garden at the same time, is it in human pen-
etration to pierce the falschood and malice of a Jesuitic
backbiter, who is on the watch for suspicious circumstances,
and probably believes in an assignation himself? The end
is, that the Inquisition gets hold of both Frank Leigh and
the Rose of Torridge, and they die at the stake. The ship
Rose now engages in a bloody conflict with certain Spanish
vessels, and, being unable to stand a homeward voyage,
and proper refitting being impossible, is run ashore, and
burned. Its crew, with Amyas at their head, set out on
the search for Manoa, and wander for years amid the South
American forests.

After the death of his brother, and his former beloved,
it becomes the one aim of the existence of Amyas to wreak
his vengeance on the Spaniards, and particularly to come to
mortal combat with Don Guzman. Yeo still keeps looking
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out for his “little maid,” and, as every reader of discern-
ment will have guessed, he is ultimately blessed with the
attainment of his wish. How this comes to pass; how a
fair being, holding partly of Helen of Loch Katrine, partly
of Dido queen of Carthage, partly of Diana, huntress of
the Aonian wilds, and partly of an Indian squaw, suddenly
appeared on an island in the Meta; how, by slow degrees,
she came to honor the white men and love one of them;
how she was the queen and something like the goddess of
an Indian tribe; how she followed the party when they
departed, and could not be got rid of even when they -
arrived in England ; how her savagery was eradicated, and
she became all that Wordsworth demanded in a perfect
woman nobly planned; and how, as is so often the case,
the course of true love comes, in the long run, straight and
smooth ; all this is deliberately detailed to us by Mr. Kings-
ley! It would be difficult to say whether the incidents
connected with the love story of which the Rose of Tor-
ridge is the heroine, or those of the touching tale in which
this interesting beauty of the woods is made to figure, are
the more childish and extravagant. It gives such narra-
tives a peculiar and exquisite zest, to remember that they
are from the pen of a clergyman of the Church of England,
of decided philosophical leanings, and who believes him-
self not to belong to the Minerva Press or Rosewater
schools. It is strange that a writer, with not a little his-
torical knowledge, and some command over reality, should
take his place as a constructor of plot, somewhere between
a nursery-maid and an Arabian romancer.

‘We are strongly moved to hazard the assertion, that Mr.
Kingsley has never yet found the most suitable channel for
his genius, His personal likings are too intense for a dram-
atist ; he passesses not the cglm thought or invention ne-
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cessaryin the constructionof an effective plot or the conduct
of a protracted narrative; his provineé is not that of pure
argument.  But he lacks not lyric fire, and every tone that
he would draw from the lyre would be a tone of nobleness.
Were he to cast off every trammel of plot or action, and
break forth into glorious choral songs, tingling with sym-
pathy for the poor and oppressed, glittering in those hues
which are too dazzling in prose, he might, perhaps, give
the age a few lyrics as certain of immortality as The Psalm
of Life.

On the whole, Mr. Kingsley must be pronounced a man
of rich and versatile genius, his powers of great range and
excellent quality, his nature kindly, aspiring, and free from-
guile. Ilis deficiencies are no less obvious, and we cannot
hesitate to aflirm that he lacks in many matters of capital
importance. So devoid is he of calmness, method, and the
power of seeing things in their relative proportions and
bearings, that he scarcely deserves the name of thinker.
IIis mind is of that kind, in dealing with which it is even
more than ordinarily absurd, to confound the actual beliefs
with the logical, to consider assertion of fact or promul-
gation of theory, as necessarily implying acceptation of
the collateral circumstances of the one, or intelligent belief
in the philosophical grounds of the other. Mr. Kingsley’s
system of thought is an eclecticism without a central point.
Platonism, Fichtean Ego-worship, Carlylian hero-worship,
Christianity, mingle their elements in his mind, chaotic in
their confusion, though gorgeous in their tints. He scems
as one sailing on a wild sea, the view obscured with flying
foam, but the sun, from above, lighting the prospect, here
and there, with glorious bursts of illumination. He cannot
plant his foot firmly on the deck, and look fixedly, until he
once for all knows that the shoro lics there. His eye glan-
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ces from point to point of the horizon, wherever a sun-gleam
breaks out, wherever a new iris passes wavering along the
foam. Every flash of beauty he hails; into every opening,
under the fringe of foam and cloud, he peers. But he forgets
that the essential point is to learn the precise bearings of the
shore; for the night cometh, and the shore of truth is one.
It is not an altogether seemly spectacle, this of a man tossed
about at the mercy of his instincts, restless and agitated,
not impressed with manly consistency and calmness by a
reason that believes and a faith that knows! The great
problem of the place occupied by Christianity in human
history, its relation to human interests, its connection with
human ethics, he cannot be said to have solved. In his
novels, with all their elevating morality, there is no solution
expressly given ; what is still more important, there is none
tacitly implied. We do not see that the virtues of his
characters bud upon the Christian Vine. We cannot per-
ceive in what sense he understands that Christianity makes
all things new. And, as a Christian minister, this is what
all men have a right to demand of him. You cannot claim
of a man that his intellect be profound or his taste exquis-
ite, but you may demand of every man that he hold what
light he has clearly before you, that he have strength and
honesty to say he is this and not that, that he have a faith
and know it.



IT.

- TIHIOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY.

Troxas BapixeToN Macavray was born in 1800, the
cldest son of the well-known Zachary Macaulay, a wealthy
West Indian merchant. By birth he is- English; by ex-
traction he is Scotch. The carly part of his education
was conducted at home; in 1818, he commenced his uni-
versity studies at Trinity College, Cambridge. Of his
university carcer we know nothing more than that it was
precisely what might be inferred from his course and char-
acter in after years. Ile was very highly distinguished as a
classical scholar, was known as a leading speaker in college
societics, and, for his wide and varied acquirements, which
he displayed in brilliant conversation as well as in debate,
was called by his fellows “the omniscient Macaulay.” He
was still a youth when he produced two pieces in verse —
the onc a fragment, the other a finished and remarkably
fine production — entitled, respectively, the Armada and
Ivry. Then, we think, one who could read the literary
auguries, and who had his eye on the young student, might
have discerned some distinct glimmerings of that light that
was to shine with so clear and fascinating a radiance.
The classical distinction might be witnessed every day, the
brilliancy of conversation and spirit in debate might excite
neither surprise nor expectation, thousands of young men
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have versified, and with considerable vigor; but when very
high classic attainments were united with singular knowl-
edge of modern history and literature, and a fine, strong,
clear gleam was thrown over all by poetic fire, the union
might be pronounced rare and hopeful. We would form
no common ideas of the youth who could offer us for in-
spection such a picture as this:—

“ With his white head unbonneted the stout old sheriff comes;
Behind him march the halberdiers, before him sound the drums;
His yeomen round the market-cross make clear an ample space,
For there behooves him to set up the standard of her Grace.
And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gayly dance the bells,
And slow upon the laboring wind the royal blazon swells.

Look how the lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown,

And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down.

So stalk’d he when he turn’d to flight, on that famed Picard field,

Bohemia’s plume, and Genoa’s bow, and Casar’s eagle shield.

So glared he when at Agincourt in wrath he turn’d to bay,

And crush’d and torn beneath his claws the princely hunters lay.

Ho! strike the flagstaff’ deep, sir knight; ho! scatter flowers, fair
maids ;

Ho! gunners, fire a loud salute; ho! gallants, draw your blades

Thou, sun, shine on her joyously ; ye breezes, waft her wide;

Our glorious SEMPER EADEM, the banner of our pride.”

Here are displayed an eye for the picturesque, a power
of grouping, and a command of color, which the first painter
in England, either with pen or paint brush, might have.
emulated. In the same piece, the faculty which has been

.used with such signal success in the LZays of Rome—the
faculty of perceiving the musical cadence of particular
names, and introducing them to deepen and strengthen the
melody of his verses— was displayed as finely and effec-

b4
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tively as it has ever since been. In Iiry, a warm, youthful
cnthusiasm burns through cvery line, and an attentive
observer might have discerned that there was much in its
glowing fervor to distinguish it from early productions in
general.  The picturesquencss found its origin in a happy
sclection and grouping of telling facts and events, with
ncither the dimness nor the glare of verbiage; the spirit
and ardor were an ccho of the feclings of the time and
scene which formed the subject of the poem, and owed
nothing to sounding commonplace or redundant adjective.
The flowers were the lilies of France; the snow-white plume
was the very one which Ilenry wore; the flag of Lorraine
was historically painted; and they all took their places in
the artistic picture without any aid from Minerva, or Vul-
can, or the stecds of Mars. Already it might be said that
this man rode a Cappadocian courser of rarc breed, and no
common hack; he was already far beyond the general band;
he had bidden adieu to commonplace. He was not yet
known to his countrymen in general; but the time was at
hand when he was to emerge from the calm regions of
privacy and silence, and become a name forever.

He was about twenty-five years of age when he left col-
lege ; he was “fresh from college” when he wrote his essay
on Milton. The step was now taken irreversibly; the au-
thor of “Milton” became at once a marked and applauded
man. Ile might well be so ; there were few such essays in
our literature at the time. It was written in that speaking
style, where the eye of the author, writing in all the fervor
of generous enthusiasm, secrns to flash from every line; it
rolled on like a molten stream, glowing and impetuous;-
and, when you looked, it seemed as if gold and pearls had
been lavishly thrown in, and all rushed down in princely
magnificence. Amazement at the range of learning was
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heightened by its rare accuracy and minuteness ; astonish-
ment at the profision of imagery was enhanced by its
splendor, freshness, and exquisite point; and the sound
heart rejoiced above all, that the genius, which was minis-
tered to by such taste and such treasures, was kindled and
presided over by noble sentiment and devotion to truth.
The hand that drew the portrait of Dante, it was felt, pos-
sessed a strength and a precision of touch, which might
add many a deathless portrait to our national gallery of
fame; the magazine of literary adornment, in which were
ranged — all, it appeared, equally ready to the hand — the
terrors of Aischylus and the flowers of Ariosto, the facts
of history and the colors of fiction, seemed inexhaustible;
and the eye which, with sympathetic fire, gazed across the
intervening years to the men of England’s noblest time,
with a glance of proud recognition, was at once believed
to possess a power of vision capable of penetrating far and
deep into the recesses of our history. The sensation cre-
ated by the appearance of this cssay was, from all we have
been able to learn, profound. Mr. Gilfillan mentions that
Robert Hall, when sixty years old, commenced the study
of Italian, in order to verify Macaulay’s references to Dante.
‘We think any amount of applause was justifiable ; Mr. Mac-
aulay wove a brilliant crown of amaranth and gold for one
of the noblest men that England ever produced, and it was
right that its gleam should be reflected on himself.

‘We have now arrived at a turning-point in Mr. Macau-
lay’s history. In the essay on Milton, he wrote with a
fervor which seemed scarcely restrainable by the forms of
composition ; he scattered his riches around him like an
ancient Peruvian monarch, with inexhaustible wealth, but
knowing not its value; his decisions were firm and clear,
but brightened by a rapture as of poetry. That this would
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to some extent alter, was plain; but there were various
waysin which it might change. The thought might deepen,
the decoration might be laid on more sparingly, but the
fervid, poetic sympathy with what was noble and true,
might endure or even strengthen ; then might the panegyr-
ist of Milton, though certainly with no such regal tread as
his mighty countryman, emulate Milton himself. = Or, all
exuberance might be restrained, and the most rigid censor-
ship De established over every portion of the style; while
the enthusiasm and fervor of youth might be chained sub-
missively to the car of a carefully-going logic. We speak
in the language neither of censure nor of applause; we
mention merely a fact, when we say, that the latter of
these two supposable cases was, approximately at least, the
actual one. Mr. Macaulay’s style became measured, care-
ful, and comparatively cold; in his mode of thought, he
exchanged the fervid brilliancy of poetry, for the clear,
frosty light of bare logic.

‘We must here be permitted to express the extreme diffi-
culty we have experienced in endeavoring to analyze Mr.
Macaulay’s history, as a writer and thinker, and exhibit it
as a consistent and complete development. We feel that
we require some more information than his works afford to
account for the phenomena. To trace the formation of
his style to a certain point, is easy ; to discern the consis-
tency of his system of opinion, and the strict correspond-
ence of his style with this system, when each is completely
developed, is also a practicable task; but to assign and
trace the causes which transmuted the impetuous, aspiring,
impassioned writer of the essay upon Milton, into the calm,
unimpassioned, practical Macaulay, who wrote the essay
upon Bacon and the essay upon Ranke, is a problem of
which we can offer nothing better than a conjectural solu-






58 THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY.

if we have here our all, it exclaims with Fichte, then a
doctrine of universal suicide is the only gospel for man.

In strong contrast to this order of minds, is that at the
head of which, by universal consent, stands that of Bacon.
Why forever attempt, it says, to scale the infinite? why
still invest a city whose walls reach unto heaven, and round
which the human race has sat in vain since its infancy?
Let us sow fields and plant vineyards here.in the plain be-
low, and then may we hope for a happiness that is realiz-
able.

To this last order of minds, of which the grades are in-
numerable, Mr. Macaulay belongs, and has belonged ever
since his mind settled into manhood. He speaks not of
ideals; he gencralizes calmly and cautiously; he rests con-
tent, where hesdecms a difficulty insoluble, in the conviction
that it is so. He will have only the good things he can
sec, and will fly to no others that he knows not of. His
mind is of that sort which rests satisfied in the fabric of
human knowledge as it is, and is urged by no insatiable
longings to discover how its foundations are connected
with the infinite ; which declares the barriers that obstruct
man simply insuperable, and which contentedly devotes
its energies to improve and beautify the space distinctly
within those barriers; which concerns itself with the actual,
not the ideal; which keeps by the natural as distinguished
from the supernatural. This character is seen in all his
opinions. It is ministered to by faculties of a high order:
a memory of amazing range and minuteness ; a judgment,
in the questions which alone it discusses, clear, discrimina-
tive, sound ; a taste delicately fastidious; and an imagina-
tion, not creative, or, to use a more correct word, combi-
-native, but extremely clear-secing. 'We shall endeavor to
exhibit his fundamental opinions, in a brief survey of his
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views on religion, on philosophy, and on government,; and
shall then notice his manner of communicating these as a
writer and speaker.

In his religion, Mr. Macaulay is certainly not ideal. A
certain set of virtues are to be practised, a certain set of
vices are to be shunned; and the whole is transacted, as it
were, by rule and measure. We do not like to speak of
the infinite element in humanity, and far less of the organ
by which, according to some, we become acquainted with
the infinite. Yet we assert that there is undoubtedly in
the human mind a feeling of wants which earth cannot
supply, and a set of questionings which time cannot answer.
It is this looking, earnestly gazing aspect which distin-
guishes man as man; and we can recognize little in the
religion which does not, directly and constantly, concern
itself with the agency of God and the scenes of eternity.
In Mr. Macaulay’s religious system, we can discern little or
none of this connection with what is infinite ; we have
seen no traces of fiery conflict with doubt, we have seen
nothing which would lead us to believe that he did not
consider those doubts which shake strong, nay, the strong-
est minds, mere delusions, and esteem the victory, which,
in an agony of eloquent joy, they proclaim that they have
won, a mere dream. We shall prove and illustrate our
remarks by an instance or two.

In his far-famed essay on Ranke’s History of the Popes,
Mr. Macaulay remarks of the Church of Rome:— “She
saw the commencement of all the governments, and of all
the ecclesiastical establishments that now exist in the world;
and we feel no assurance that she is not destined to see
the end of them all. She was great and respected before
the Saxon had set foot in Britain, before the Frank had
passed the Rhine, when Grecian eloquence still flourished
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in Antioch, when idols were still worshipped in the temple
of Mccca. And she may still exist, in undiminished vigor,
when some traveller from New Zealand shall, in the midst
of a vast solitude, take his stand on a broken arch of Lon-
don Bridge to sketch the ruins of St. Paul’s. . . . . When
we reflect on the tremendous assaults which she has sur-
vived, we find it difficult to conceive in what way she is to
perish.”

We shall not pass in review the temporal and earthly
causes which Mr. Macaulay examines as bearing on the
question of the endurance of the Papacy; we shall merely
suggest a view of the subject which he does not take, and
a possible method of destruction which has escaped his
notice. Suppose there are elements in the settlement of
the question which are out of the sphere of earth alto-
gether; suppose it is true that a God, whose will is ex-
pressed in millions of solar systems, really manages the
matter; and suppose that he has breathed into one system
the breath of life, and made it a living, an immortal soul,
while he has destined the other to abide for a time, and
then to pass away forever! This belief Mr. Macaulay can-
not consider very crude or antiquated ; we should not much
value the Protestantism of him who did not put his trust
in this for the endless existence of his system; and yet it
isignored. We can scarce conceive anything more ghastly
or barren than the view which Mr. Macaulay gives us;
looking down the vista of the ages, he sees nothing but
the old war of systems and names, a haggard, cheerless
region, inhabited by fogs and sleety showers, and cold,
biting tempests, without any ray of beneficent light from
above, to irradiate the gloom and restrain the confusion.
We acknowledge a brighter hope: we look for a dawn
whose beams of heaven-born light will smite the woman
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other side, is an unassuming system, divided, shattered,
talking in many dialects, deficient in machinery; but in it
there is believed to lie somewhere the very truth of God.
Which will endure, and which will pass away? If there
is a God who is true, the question is simply — which is
true? if there is no God, the matter is more complicated.
Iere, then, very strikingly, does Mr. Macaulay hold by the
natural as distinguished from the supernatural.

We may here, as fitly as elsewhere, glance at Mr. Ma-
caulay’s strongly expressed opinion respecting the source
of the gross immorality of the Restoration. He traces it
simply to the Puritans: their rule, he says, produced pub-
lic hypocrisy, which, when it could, flung off the mask, and
showed the face of public infimy. Now, we do not deny
that the Puritans, carnest, godly, truly noble men as they
were, directed themselves too much to externals, and pro-
scribed, in some instances, what they should not have med-
dled with. But Mr. Macaulay’s analysis is, we must think,
superficial : the source of the phenomenon he explains lies
deeper —in the corrupt nature of man. We believe the
principle was radically the same which we see acting, so
often and so banefully, in the history of the Hebrew com-
monwealth. After cach period of marked national godli-
ness, there was a period of marked national decay ; it was
so after the cra of Joshua, so after the era of Samuel, so
after the cra of David, so always. And was it the godli-
ness of those periods that occasioned the iniquity of the
succeeding time ?  Surely not: it was the recoil from god-
liness of the evil heart of man. The sun shone clear and
bright, and beneficently warm; but a mist arose from the
earth which darkened his face; and shall we say it was the
shining which caused the darkness? Noj; we shall rather
say that England at the Restoration “closed her Bible;”
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that the radiance of that time was too bright for her daz-
zled eyes; that men love darkness rather than the light.
Mr. Macaulay’s account of the phenomenon embodies truth,
but neither the whole truth, nor the most important truth
in the matter.

‘When we turn to consider Mr. Macaulay’s.decisions con-
cerning the religion of individuals as distinguished from
that of systems, we find the same ignoring of the super-
natural which meets us elsewhere. We hear of the “hys-
terical tears of such a soldier as Cromwell:” ¢ Scarcely
any madhouse,” we are told, “could produce an instance
of delusion so strong, or of misery so acute,” as those of
Bunyan in his early doubts, and struggles, and victory.
Now, we can hardly think it possible that a man who ever
passed through such mental conflicts as those of Bunyan
or Cromwell could talk so; and.Mr. Macaulay seems to
ignore, as simply out of the question, the Christian doctrine
— with which strict Christianity stands or falls — that
there is really such a thing as spiritual influence from on
high upon the human mind. Jf there is no God —if’
heaven and hell are illusions— ¢/ time is a reality, and
eternity a dream — then Bunyan’s woes and Cromwell’s
“hysterical tears” deserved a smile of mingled pity and
contempt; but ¢f there is a God — ¢f" heaven and hell are
realities — ¢f° eternity is an infinite reality, and time a fleet-
ing vision —or even if Bunyan and Cromwell belicved so
—then surely, when they considered their infinite concerns
in danger, it was conceivable enough, or even logical, that
they should be moved regarding them. “The hysterical
tears of such a soldier as Cromwell!” Singular as it may
look, such tears have not in general unnerved the arm of
action. King David could wield Lis sword, could rule his
kingdom, could hew the nations in pieces with right valor
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and energy; but he wept more even than Cromwell. Paul
felt his sins to be a fearful burden; yet he was no vague
arguer, and no loitering worker. In fact, if we examine,
the mystery seems to vanish. The belief that there is an
Eye that “slumbers not nor sleeps”—an Eye which guards
the universe — continually fixed upon each motion, and
penetrating every thought —seems to have a tendency,
which can be traced, to make one do his work with his
might, uncaring what earth can do to him or give to him,
but caring, with unmeasured concern, to perform the task
appointed him,

This fatal defect in Mr. Macaulay’s religious views viti-
ates his opinions on two subjects, to which we can but
refer: on the great religious revolution of the sixteenth
century, and the Pilgrim’s Progress of Bunyan. It ren-
ders his account of the Reformation, actually and literally,
an account of the growth of a forest, without once men-
tioning the principle of life which gave it animation. To
explain this principle of life is not requisite, but to ac-
knowledge its presence is utterly indispensable. Mr. Mac-
aulay gives us those few causes of the great movement of
the sixteenth century, which may be found in the state of
the respective reformed nations at the time of the Refor-
mation ; but he never asks whether the doctrine of Protes-
tantism was an emanation from the throne of God, and
we never hear that intense personal earnestness to flee
from the wrath to come really kindled the flame which set
Europe in a blaze.

There is incorrectness — at least, deficiency —in Mr.
Macaulay’s views respecting the Pilgrim’s Progress. These
have been much spoken of, and much admired, but we can-
not join fully in the applause. Here, again, the vital ele-
ment is ignored —the fact that Bunyan believed he was
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rules of virtue, and his path was smooth ; Milton trod along
his rugged way, urged by the fire within, and found his
path through this world a very stern and toilsome journey.
Mr. Macaulay in his youth wrote of Milton in a strain
which would have kindled the eye of the princely bard
with sympathy ; Mr. Macaulay, in the fulness of his years,
wrote of Addison in a strain of such softened beauty, with
such a thorough appreciation of his virtue and talents, that
the mild author of the Spectator would have approved and
rejoiced.

In every instance, then, Mr. Macaulay’s religion is seen
to be of the easy-going, unoffending order; it concerns not
itself with any of the mysteries which torture the individ-
ual mind; it ignores conversion in the sense in which Bun-
yan and Cromwell used the word; it recognizes Christianity
as a system of virtues and rules, and seems to proceed in
the ignorance that it can be anything -essentially different
from a mere ethical system; it is not pervaded with the
spirit of that Book which the most earnest of the sons of
men have believed to be a message from Heaven. His re-
ligion is the normal product of his mind; it suffices for all
ordinary matters of life, and concerns not itself with the
ideal or the infinite. And here we must differ essentially
with Mr. Macaulay ; whatever else may be bounded, relig-
ion must be ideal, must hold of the infinite, or is nothing;
its aim must be the glories of heaven, its morality the holi-
ness of God.

Of Mr. Macaulay’s philosophy, it is unnecessary to speak
at length ; it corresponds strictly with the general structure
of his mind. It is practical, wholly practical, immediately
practical. In his essay on Bacon, his views are unfolded
with unmistakable clearness. He contrasts the two grand
orders of human intellect in the person of Bacon and of
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cal. If there is no infinite towards which the mind of
man must gaze, then is the philosophy of Plato, in great
part, a mere abortion, born of vacancy; if the thoughts
which wander through eternity indicate nothing, then is it
a mere vagary. But, if this insatiable longing, which has
moved the mightiest human minds; this profound feeling
that the earth can never satisfy the immortal soul; this
earnest calling, in all gencrations, to the earth below and
the heaven above to tell us why and whence we are, and
whither we go, are all intimations of some state whence
we have fallen, and monitions towards some nobler dwell-
ing-place than we now occupy; then the philosophy which
concerns itself with these is a noble attendant upon human-
ity. I come not, it may say, to tell you how to till your
ground, or to spin your flax; I cannot with demonstrable
certainty tell you anything; but I can at least, in the voices
of the noblest of earth’s sons, warn you that there is some-
thing to be known, beyond what is scen; that the little
world does not bound the wants or capabilities of man.
The human mind has in all ages exclaimed, “I care not
though you carpet my world with flowers, and roof my
house with gold, and cover my table with dainties; I shall
forever gaze up that wall, over which some clusters of
heavenly fruit I can still discern hanging, though I cannot
now touch them; and I will rather gaze wistfully at what
reminds me of my ancient glory, and awakens a hope for
eternity, than spend all my energics on what is really and
utterly unable to make me happy.” But, even on Mr.
Macaulay’s own grounds, we cannot grant that he has fairly
represented the work done by the Platonic philosophy and
ancient philosophy in general. He asks triumphantly what
it did, and we venture to answer, It did much. Were we
to shelter ourselves behind the grand fact, that “nothing
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is which errs from law,” we should hold ourselves justified
in saying, that such an amount of human intellect was
never absolutely wasted. But we must also express our
conviction, that ancient philosophy did perform a most im-
portant part in the history of our world, and that its work
is traceable. That work we can expressin a single sen-
tence: it prepared the nations for that better light which
was to dawn, it slackened the fetters which bound the
human mind, it turned the eyes of earnest men from the
sensuous to the spiritual, and, sapping the foundations of a
religion which was the product of human nature and of
earth, made room for that spiritual, supersensual religion,
which came down from God. What more it did, we need
not inquire; we consider this a most important work.

But truth is one; there is no schism in the family of
nature, there is no useless force in the armory of God. If
the truth embodied in the philosophy of Bacon is carried to
its limits, it must recognize the philosophy of Plato; if the
philosophy of Plato is carried out, it in no way counteracts,
but should beneficently shelter, the philosophy of Bacon.
The philosophy of Bacon is'based on the constancy and
wisdom of nature; it bows down to facts. And is not the
Platonic philosophy, and what represents it in all ages, at
lowest, a great fact? Is it, then, the one fact in nature
which is meaningless and futile? Is every talent of every
handicraftsman made use of by the great thrifty Mother,
" and have her noblest and mightiest sons been mere harps,
of the rarest mechanism, and of ravishing melody, which
she has recklessly hung out to be played on by the vacant
winds? No true Baconian can say so. Can the Platonist,
again, deny that man, though, from his whirling sand-grain
of a world, he gazes with wistful eye on the immensity
around, and though that gaze be the most important fact
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in his history, is yet a denizen of earth, and for the present
has, as his first duty, to live? Surely not. The truth is,
partiality of view always implies error. Bacon and Plato
each represented a great class of minds, and each is valu-
able in the great world. In the temple of Time, which
stretches over the long centuries, we seem to see Plato as
one pillar, with his lit eye gazing on the empyrean ; and,
in the distance, Bacon, another pillar, looking earnestly
upon the earth, where he discovers that fine gold, unob-
served hitherto, is gleaming. Which order of mind is
essentially the ‘grander and greater of the two, it is not
necessary to examine ; we think, as we have said, it is that
which Plato heads. At all events, Mr. Macaulay, in his
philosophy, as in everything else, belongs with marked
distinctness to the other.

Once more, Mr. Macaulay’s theory of government is in
perfect consistence with his philosophy and his religion.
“We consider,” these are his words, “the primary end of
government as a purely temporal end, the protection of
the persons and property of men.” He permits govern-
ments to concern themselves with other matters, such as
those of religion and education; but they are strictly sub-
ordinate. He does not endeavor to penetrate into the
origin of government, he aims at no ideal perfection. To
realize what I propose, he says, is practicable; to realize
ideal theories, is impossible,’and I have neither time nor
inclination to weave cobwebs. It is interesting to contrast
the views of Mr. Macaulay on this point with those of Mr.
Carlyle. The latter traces it all to hero-worship. Itis the
right of the foolish to be governed by the wise, he exclaims,
and it is the duty, often a stern one, of the wise to guide
the foolish; government arose from the necessity of guid-
ance and the power to guide. This government, if it is
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that of a true-born king, must concern itself with much
more than the protection of life and property; that alone
is simply “anarchy plus a street constable.” To find your
wisest is a work of difficulty, indeed; but it is one which
must be done, or all is fatally out of course.” Mr. Macau-
lay, on the other hand, utters his opinion on this point with
clear, unfaltering decision, in these words: —“To say that
society ought to be governed by the opinion of the wisest
and best, though true, is useless. 'Whose opinion is to
decide who are the wisest and best?” The day will come,
Mr. Carlyle rejoins, if you fail utterly in finding the wisest
and best, when nature will step in to your aid, and, by
some world-shattering earthquake like the French Revolu=
tion, attempt an adjustment.

‘We shall not pronounce an unqualified opinion upon Mr.
Macaulay’s views of the functions of povernment; but we
must state, that two considerations have presented them-
selves to our mind which seem to cast a shadow of doubt-
fulness over the whole. In the first place, we can hardly
imagine a government, whose aims were of no more exalted
a character than those which Mr. Macaulay declares dis-
tinctively its own, gathering round it the sympathy, the
loyalty, the love of mankind. Men will die for a king or
a commonwealth; the name of liberty will make them fight
valiantly, when the darts shut out the mid-day sun: but
for a policeman men will hardly die. Surely something
loftier than mere security must, either rightly or wrongly,
have lent fire to the eye of patriotism, and drawn men in
serried phalanx round their king; surely it were an imper-
fect theory of government which would deprive men of
that loftier feeling and motive. In the second place, we
cannot but think that governmeng must be progressive in
a nobler sense than this theory admits. It is mamifest Yozt
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a skilful machinery, a system of invisible rails pervading
socicty, is all which Mr. Macaulay’s theory primarily em-
braces; and this might operate as well under a Monte-
zuma as under a Cromwell — under a Jove, a Vishnu, or a
Mumbo Jumbo, indifferently. But we trust that, with
every advancement of humanity, government also advan-
ces; that, with every fresh burst of light which streams
over the nations, it becomes more bright. 'We hold by the
personality of governments; we think they should have a
will and a voice; and then will every improvement in the
general knowledge and condition of mankind be centred
in them. Mr. Macaulay’s theory is, we think, inadequate
to the phenomena of the past, and the requirements of the
future ; but, as we have said, we do not mean to examine
it at length, and submit that it is quite sufficient for us to
exhibit that theory, and indicate its correspondence with
his general mental state.

We have now finished our brief survey of those funda-
mental views which lie at the basis of Mr. Macaulay’s sys-
tem; we have found them agree in those grand features
which mark them as products of one mind; we proceed
to consider the mode in which he has given the system, of
which they are the foundation, to the world.

Mr. Macaulay’s style is by far the most popular of those
which are at present devoted to the conveyance of sound
instruction. He

¢« Has set all hearts
To what tune pleased his ear.”

He is admired with an eager, unbounded admiration, such
as used to be reserved for novelists and popular poets;
and the causes of his popularity are patent. He writes in
a calm, sensible manner; he startles not by any of those
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apostrophic bursts which astonish and thrill us in perusing
the prose of Milton and Carlyle; he calls not on the mind
for sustained enthusiasm or penetrating thought: but he
can lay his hand upon such rare means of adornment as he
can alone command ; he has culled only those flowers which
grow far out of the common path, in the byways of history
and poetry, and these he scatters over his pages with what
we might call an elaborate carelessness and profusion. His
imagination, too, is clear and, of its kind, powerful ; so that
in his pages everything is reflected with the vivid force of
reality. The result of his knowledge, taste, and care, is a
style which, for elegance, grace, and quiet force, is a rare
model.

His mode of composition bears marks of the revolution
wrought in his general mode of thought. When he wrote
Milton, he was impetuous and brilliant, but he altered soon
and forever. He recoiled with fierce impatience from any
semblance of commonplace ; his words and imagery would
all be chosen with the most searching scrutiny. Concern-
ing that vast store of imagery, the Greek mythology, we
gather his decision from the following clauses uttered long
after in speaking of the poetry of Frederick of Prussia:—
“Here and there a manly sentiment, which deserves to be
in prose, makes its appearance in company with Prometheus
and Orpheus, Elysium and Acheron, the plaintive Philomel,
the poppies of Morpheus, and all the other frippery which,
like a robe tossed by a proud beauty to her waiting-woman,
has long been contemptuously abandoned by genius to
mediocrity.” In Mr. Macaulay’s writings, allusions to the
Greek mythology have scarce an existence, and, though
the remark is here incidental, we must say we regret the
fact. If the old religion of Greece was a personification
of natural powers; if, aboye all, it was the most perfect

SECOND SERIES. 7
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embodiment, in ideal forms, of ideal beauty, that ever was
produced by the mind of man, its beauty is perennial and
inexhaustible. And such it surely was. We count the
Greck mythology as true and strict a product of nature as
the silky leaves of the birch, or the rosy clouds of the
morning; and, after a million of poetasters have done their
worst, the petals of the roses will be undimmed in beauty,
and untainted in fragrance, when they once more bind the,
brow of the Spring whose footsteps we are just beginning
to hear. In the works of Carlyle, the Greek mythology is
used with a power and splendor which dazzle and delight
as cffectively as if the whole had been discovered, in some
ancient tomb, last year. Need we remind Mr. Macaulay
that the song of the lark was, according to Mr. Rogers,
old in the time of Homer? Would it not be hard to have
forbidden all subsequent poets from listening in rapture to
its morning carol, or endeavoring to catch a few of its
notes? It is the prerogative of genius to shed a new light
over every form of beauty, as the sun every morning sheds
a light, old and yet ever new, over the lakes, and flowers,
and mountains, arraying them in a beauty that is ever
fresh.

But Mr. Macaulay, we say, would have imagery which
no other could show; he would set out—to use his own
words, which strikingly illustrate our remarks — only “an
entertainment worthy of a Roman epicure; an entertain-
ment consisting of nothing but delicacies — the brains of
singing-birds, the roe of mullets, the sunny halves of
peaches.” Iis sentences are irresistibly fascinating from
the succession they present of new and interesting facts,
instructing while they illustrate, and amusing while they
instruct. He is totally destitute of pretension; he “rolls
no raptures;” he treads calmly along in the confidence
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that he has a strength of which word-mongers know noth-
ing. His pictures float past the reader, like the cumulous
clouds on a summer’s day, clear, swiftly flying, and touched
with the loveliest hues; or like the meadows, gardens, and
lakes, which glide past, when you sit in an open carriage,
going at an easy pace, through a beautiful land, in a crystal
atmosphere. The following pair of sketches are done with
the minuteness of Teniers, but with a warm glow of color
which Teniers could not command:—¢The correctness
which the last century prized so much resembles the cor-
rectness of those pictures of the Garden of Eden which
we see in old Bibles. We have an exact square, enclosed
by the rivers Pison, Gihon, Hiddekel, and Euphrates, each
. with a convenient bridge in the centre, rectangular beds of
flowers, a long canal, neatly bricked and railed in, the tree
of knowledge, clipped like one of the limes behind the Tuil-
leries, standing in the centre of the grand alley, the snake
twined round it, the man on the right hand, the woman on
the left, and the beasts drawn up in an exact circle round
them. In one sense the picture is correct enough. That
is to say, the squares are correct, the circles are correct,
the man and the woman are in a most correct line with
the tree, and the snake forms a most correct spiral.

“But if there were a painter so gifted that he could
place on the canvas that glorious paradise, seen by the
interior eye of him whose outward sight had failed with
long watching and laboring for liberty and truth, if there
were a painter who could set before us the mazes of the
sapphire brook, the lake with its fringe of myrtles, the
flowery meadows, the grottoes overhung by vines, the for-
ests shining with Hesperian fruit, and with the plumage of
gorgeous birds, the massy shade of that nuptial bower
which showered ddwn roses on the sleeping lovers, what
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should we think of a connoisseur who should tell us that
this painting, though finer than the absurd picture in the
old Bible, wasa0t so correct?”

Consider this other picture, too; it is that of young
Maria Theresa, when the troubles of war were beginning
to darken round her imperial brow : —¢“Yet was the spirit
of the haughty daughter of the Cesars unbroken. Hun-
gary was still hers by an unquestionable title; and although
her ancestors had found Hungary the most muntinous ot
all their kingdoms, she resolved to trust herself to the fidel-
ity of a people, rude, indeed, turbulent, and impatient of
oppression, but brave, generous, and simple-hearted. In
the midst of distress and peril, she had given birth to a
son, afterwards the Emperor Joseph II. Scarcely had she
risen from her couch, when she hastened to Presburg.
There, in the sight of an innumerable multitude, she was
crowned with the crown, and robed with the robe of St.
Stephen. No spectator could restrain his tears when the
beautiful young mother, still weak from child-bearing, rode,
after the fashion of her fathers, up the Mount of Defiance, un-
sheathed the ancient sword of state, shook it towards north
and south, east and west, and, with a glow on her pale face,
challenged the four corners of the world to dispute her
rights and those of her boy. At the first sitting of the
Diet, she appeared clad in deep mourning for her father,
and, in pathetic and dignified words, implored her people
to support her just cause. Magnates and deputies sprang
up, half drew their sabres, and with eager voices vowed to
stand by her with their lives and fortunes. Till then her
firmness had never oncé forsaken her before the public eye:
but at that shout she sank down upon her throne, and wept
aloud. Still more touching was the sight when, a few days
later, she came again before the Estates of her realm, and
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held up the little archduke in her arms. Then it was that
the enthusiasm of Hungary broke forth into that war-cry
which soon resounded through Europe, ¢Let us die for our
king, Maria Theresa!’” There is a silent, unostentatious
power here which is irresistible; the grand fact stands
grandly forth, in its simple majesty, like a Greeck statue,
where not one superfluous fold of drapery encumbers the
silent loveliness; there is not a word that could be spared,
and yet there is not a word too few. It is upon such pic-
tures that the distinctive English reader loves to gaze ; there
are no sentimental raptures to dim its transparent clearness,
there is no trifling prettiness unworthy of its greatness,
there is no affectation ; all is manly, simple, beautiful.

At times, too, Mr. Macaulay can indulge in a quiet but
hearty laugh; and exactly such a laugh as every English-
man can join with him in enjoying. Of the translations
of Homer by Pope and Tickell he thus speaks:— « Addi-
son, and Addison’s devoted followers, pronounced both the
versions good, but maintained that Tickell’s had more of
the original. The town gave a decided preference to
Pope’s. We do not think it worth while to settle such a
question of precedence. Neither of the rivals can be said
to have translated the Iliad, unless, indeed, the word trans-
lation be used in the sense which it bears in the Midsum-
mer Night’s Dream. 'When Bottom makes his appearance
with an ass’s head instead of his own, Peter Quince ex-
claims, ¢Bless thee! Bottom, bless thee! thou art trans-
lated” In this sense, undoubtedly, the readers of either
Pope or Tickell may very properly exclaim, ¢Bless thee!
Homer; thou art translated indeed.’”

Of Mr. Macaulay’s style we cannot say, as he says of the
eldquence of Fox, that it is penetrated and made red-hot
with passion; it is not a turbid, heavy-rolling stream, which

. *
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at intervals dashes itself into spray, and thunders foaming
over lofty precipices, where the gazer trembles at the stu-
pendous height, while his eye is dazzled by the gorgeous
_ rainbows that wreathe it, a description which would apply
to the style of Richter or Carlyle; its flow is even and
smooth, or ruffled only by the mildest summer breeze. It
is an honest style; and this is a matter of importance.
There is no lashing of his sides to raise himself into fury;
there is no outflow of tears; all is clear as an English
fountain, beautiful as an English woodland, abounding in
such picturesque, unpretentious attractions as an English-
man loves. We may differ from Mr. Macaulay in his gen-
eral modes of thinking; we may hold that he seldom or
never rises into the highest regions of descriptive or didac-
tic composition; but, for point, purity, clearness, and ele-
gance, we repeat, his style is a rare model, and will ever
continue to be esteemed such. '

‘We have been very much astonished, indeed, to meet
with a severe attack upon Mr. Macaulay as an orator;
we think in no character is he more true to himself. He
is not a passionate, fiery soul; it were affectation to assume
the oratorical language or gestures of such. His eloquence
is calm, clear, unimpassioned, the placid deliverance of a
placid mind. Rich in historic adornment, fascinating from
the flowing continuity of the sentences, and never exchang-
ing the plain garb of common sense for the tawdry drapery
of nonsense, it trims between dulness and passionate fire,
between transcendental nonsense and transcendental truth.
‘We had the pleasure of hearing him address his constitu-
ents in Edinburgh a few months since; and a more perfect
correspondence between his oratory, his works, and his
whole character, than that which was discernible on that
occasion, we cannot conceive.
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It were unpardonable to omit mention of Mr. Macaulay’s
poetic efforts; but, as these have been ere now noticed at
some length in our pages, and as our space is well-nigh ex-
hausted, we shall be extremely brief. Mr. Macaulay, of
course, never thought of claiming the title of poet; his
mind is of a class essentially different from the poetic. But
all the beauties of his prose find their consummation in his
stanzas; the skill in grouping, the vivid painting, the pic-
turesque arrangement of facts, the mellifluous harmony of
names. His Zays of Rome remind us of the fervor of his
Milton; and with extreme admiration there is blended a
shade of regret. They have been praised in all quarters,
and never a word too much: in their way, we can scarcely
conceive anything finer. They are full of that sort of en-
thusiasm which inspires delight; we are never moved to
agony, we are never raised to rapture, and we never imag-
ine that the writer was decply.stirred in their composition ;
but we are in the midst of the scene, we see the army of
the Tuscans as distinctly as Horatius saw it, and we share
the emotions of the bystanders in their pride and valor
without their terror. In his verses Mr. Macaulay gives
himself the rein; he curbs not his enthusiasm, he restrains
not his fire: in his prose, he seems to write under the eye
of some cold, censor, the-personification of English common
sense, who rigidly damps every ardor, and dims every
gleam of passion. His Lays indicate what his prose might
have been, had he retained the style of Milton : they are,
as we have said, the concentration, with an additional flash
of fire, of his beauties in prose.

Mr. Macaulay’s external history, as gleaned from one or
two contemporary authorities, is soon told. He became a
member of the House of Commons in 1831; he allied him-
self to the advocates of the Reform Bill, and has continued |
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a consistent liberal. About the year 1833, he became con-
nected with Indian affairs, and was for several years mem-
ber of the Supreme Council of Calcutta. In 1839, he be-
came secretary of war under Lord Melbourne, and went
into opposition when Sir Robert Peel became prime min-
ister. In 1846, he was rejected by the electors of Edin-
burgh ; he retired into a dignified privacy, ennobled by
studics of national importance; he became the most popular
of English historians; and, in 1852, he was again victoriously
returned for Edinburgh.

There are three men who may be said to bear mle at
present in the kingdom of British literature : their doctrines
are repeated, their style is echoed, in all magazines; their
conjoined or antagonistic influence will be powerful in -
moulding the thoughts of several generations to come: they
are Alison, Macaulay, and Carlyle. The man who would
form an approximately correct idea of his time must know
all the three. Alison must be had recourse to for a general
view of the time and its events. He is of wide rather than
keen vision, of fervid rather than piercing utterance; he
turns the gaze of men upon the institutions which have
been the growth of ages, and, in a revolutionary age, he
calls upon men to preserve what is true, and beware how
they unfix those pillars that have so long sustained the
political system. His works are immense magazines of
facts, and of facts which every thinking man will, in the
present day, earnestly ponder. Macaulay, fervid and earn-
est in youth, seemed to be unsheathing a sword of flame;
but he suddenly grew calm, and the blade which, after
careful polishing, he ultimately displayed, was cold as the
brand Excalibur, with the moonbeams playing over it
in the frosty night, but invisibly sharp. In him is no in-
tensity ; he never awakens the profoundest tears or the
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deepest laughter; the fearful questions concerning God,
Freedom, Immortality, at which the most thoughtful and
the most noble of the sons of men have stood aghast, he
simply bids away; his writings are a stream in which you
may see gold grains gleam, but of which you can always see
to the bottom. He is a literary impersonation of the middle
‘class of Englishmen. Carlyle stands in a category by him-
self; where the others are admired, he is, so to speak, wor-
shipped. The other two concern themselves with institu-
tions and laws, the embodied wisdom of many. Carlyle
looks to men. Had you formulas sufficient to thatch the
world, he cxclaims, they would not stead you; you must
have the lit eye that can see, the stout arm that can do, or
all is lost. He penetrates into “the abysmal deeps of per-
sonality ;” he cares not so much to register facts, as to
pierce into their producing principles and causes. In every
direction he seeks to penetrate as far as the human intellect
can go, and then, like Plato, gazes earnestly towards the infi-
nite. His style is varied, broken and startling: in his best
day it was clear as an Italian morning, and extremely beau-
tiful; in after times, though occasionally degenerating into
comparative inferiority, it at intervals rose into passages
of surpassing grandeur. He has cast his eye over history
with a glance whose sympathy was kindled by what had
been unseen or unheeded by other men; wherever tremen-
dous force was allied with nobleness and truth, he has
recognized with rapture the union, and sympathetically
traced its workings. Ie has broken up old modes of
thought and old modes of composition; he has been studied
with an earnestness, and loved with a devotion, which no
other writer of the day can claim; he has been imitated by a
class of writers, whose unapproachable parody could never
have been produced, save unconsciously; he has spoken
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more se'nse, and given rise to more nonsense, than any
literary man of the day. It may be granted to “the little
kingdom ” to feel a kind of pride that two of these distin-
guished men are her own, and the third hers by extraction.

There is an argument having some appearance of subtlety
and force, often urged against Macaulay, to which it may
be proper briefly to refer. It is alleged that his mind is of
that order, which dwells most congenially in the region of
the abstract; that he can scientifically estimate, rather than
act; that he loves events, rather than men. He is, thus
runs the approved phraseology, essentially a mechanical
man, not a dynamical. In one form or other, this theory
often appears. One man, red hot from Carlyle’s French
Revolution, remarks sniffingly that Macaulay is an English
Girondin. Another recites the story of Gibbon, who sat
looking upon Pitt and Fox in passionate conflict, in pre-
cisely the same mood, with precisely the same kind and
degree of interest, as warmed his philosophic bosom when
he contemplated, through the long, passionless perspective
of ages, the Trajans and Tamerlanes of his Decline and
Fall. Gibbon and Macaulay are then involved in a common
condemnation. The general argument has been expounded
with great elaboration, and a certain felicitous piquancy
difficult to resist, in one of the ablest of our Reviews.* But
both the reviewer in this case, and, as it appears to us,
those in general who indulge in the habit of depreciating,
on such grounds, our great essayist and historian, omit the
consideration of one preliminary question, of vital impor-
tance in the discussion. Is not the composition of great
literary works itself action, nay, action of as august and
important a nature as any strictly practical operation; and
if it is, and if, in its highest perfection, it admits not of

combination with more ordinary exertion, is it not in all

*The National. The essay has since been republished along with others by the same
author, Mr. Bagshot.
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senses right and noble in a man, so far to sequester himself
from practical life, as to give his powers full scope and fair
play for the higher achievement? Was the presence of
mind of a Pitt or Fox, was their practical tact or parlia-
mentary skill, was all that they did for us, or left to us, so
much greater than that calm breadth of historical vision,
which gazed over wide spaces of time, harmonizing the di-
verse, uniting the remote, seeing all with new clearness, and
at last giving to the world a literary masterpiece, which,
with all its faults, is imperishable as civilization? It hasbeen
remarked that Napoleon possessed powers which would, so
directed, have secured him immortal fame as an author. No
hypothetic fact seems to us more certain. But as an author,
he will never be thought of; both in theory and practice, both
in taste and style, he was a bad writer. Pure intellectual
action, and mixed intellectual action, were incompatible.
But would it have been less great and manly in Napoleon
to have devoted himself to pure thought, to such work as
that- of the Aristotles, Newtons, Goethes, if it had been so
ordered by Providence that no diadem should cast its
maddening gleam into his eyes, luring him to empire and
despair? It matters little to our argument in what way this
question is answered: but it is plain that an answer must
be given it, before a man can be adjudged of an inferior
order, moral and intellectual, for having preserved himself
so far from the distracting influences of life, as to permit
‘his mind to work in an intellectual region, serene, because
it is lofty. For our own part, we scruple not to avow our
belief that it may be a man’s highest duty and noblest
course thus to seclude himself. Consider the matter fairly
even for one moment, and it will be found, that all the
great writers of mankind, poets, philosophers, historians,
men of science, have in one way or other pursued that
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abstract method of contemplating truths and events, which
is objected to Gibbon and Macaulay. They all afford illus-
tration of the fact that there is an antithesis between
thought and action, between literary exertion and life.
The one is broad, calm, and proportionately slow; its slow-
ness renders it so far unfit for the momentary emergencies
of practical endeavor: the other is fragmentary, collected
into instantancous flashes,swift as the lightning and propor-
tionately agitated ; and this agitation is totally incompatible
with the highest intellectual achievement. It was certainly
sublime in Milton to postpone the composition of Paradise
Lost at the voice of his country; but the postponement,
with the reason assigned, remains anincontestible proof of
the necessity of calm to high intellectual exertion; and we
can safely pledge ourselves to admit ignoble weakness in
any case, where it can be shown that practical assistance
was withheld, in a crisis s0 momentous as that which led
Milton from the still slopes of the Aonian hill to join the
battling squadrons in the plain. But the truth is, Mr.
Macaulay can hardly be said in any sense to need defence,
He has shrunk from no public duty. He has entered with
ardor into the political discussions of his time. It seems
universally admitted that his administration in India was
sagacious and admirable. He preserved only such intellec-
tual calm as was absolutely necessary in obedience to the
highest hests of his genius. And when he has given us
consummate works, we gracefully and gratefully blame him
for not having given them in an impossible manner !

‘What has Macaulay done to deserve the thanks of his
country? He has done much. He has thrown over large
portions of her history the light of a most powerful fasci-
nation: he has maintained the purity of the English lan-
guage in a time when it is in danger; he has never stooped

»
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for a moment to the ignoble or the low, either in sentiment
or style. Of the structure which he has reared, and which
is to be his monument to the generations to come, we have
been unable to present a finished or complete delineation ;
we have been unable even to glance at its several portions
in detail; but we pronounce it a consistent and stately
structure, and shall deem ourselves happy if we have, with
any fair measure of success, laid bare its foundations, and
exhibited, so to speak, the statical laws on which it has
been built. While Britain lasts, English history will be
better known than heretofore; for, while Britain lasts,
Macaulay’s FEssays and Macaulay’s History of England
will be read. Lastly, he has furnished to cultivated minds
a source of pure and exquisite pleasure; and, in dropping
our pen after this summary, we experience a feeling akin
to dread, that we have said anything unworthy of one to
whom we are indebted for so much knowledge, so much
instruction, and so many hours of refined and manly enjoy-
ment.

SECOND BERIES 8



III.
i\ SIR ARCHIBALD ALISON.

THE present is very prominently a criticizing age. From
the quarterly review, whose writer aims at immortal re-
nown, to the daily newspaper, whose writer aims at saying
what will please readers, and gain him the reputation of
being a smart and spirited young man, every sort of peri-
odical is more or less critical. And yet it may be ques-
tioned, whether the facility of forming a correct, adequate
estimate of any marked writer, i3, in a material degree,
furthered by this vast amount of reviewing. The very
facility of having an opinion increases the difficulty of
having a correct one. Each reviewer professes impartial-
ity ; many honestly endeavor to be fair. But it cannot be
doubted that many, whatever their professions, are really
and consciously influenced by motives of party or interest;
that many more, striving honestly to divest themselves of
all such considerations, are yet, unconsciously but fatally,
moved thereby; while the utter inability to take the cor-
rect measure of a distinguished man, by no means neces-
sarily precludes self-satisfied dogmatism in pronouncing an
opinion concerning him. Thus arise innumerable errors;
and, in each instance of error, the great speaking-trumpet
called public opinion (which, almost as much as any other
trumpet, utters sounds that are produced by another), is
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made to give forth uncertain or discordant-sounds. Hence
it is, that certain literary maxims or cries, analogous to
certain watchwords in the political world, become bruited
about in society respecting known authors; originating
with political opponents, or struck off, more for the sake of
their smartness than their truth, by some clever litterateur;
and always, in part at least, erroneous. The influence such
cries exert is incalculable. They seem so smart, they are
so easily retailed, and they so pleasantly save all trouble.
Equipped in this manner, every spruce scion of the nobility,
whose intellectual furniture consists mainly of certain long-
deceased conservative maxims, can pronounce decisively
that the great whig essayist and historian, Macaulay, is “a
book in breeches;” while every new-fledged politician, who
steps along in the march of intellect, panoplied in ignor-
ance and conceit, feels himself of quite sufficient ability
and importance, to sneer at the king of literary conserva-
tives, Sir Archibald Alison, and sublimely remark that his
writings are the “reverse of genius.”

In endeavoring to attain a correct opinion respecting
any celebrated contemporary, almost all such prepossession
must be resolutely and conscientiously laid aside. We say
almost, because every cry will be found to contain one
small grain of truth, and, while fatal if taken as keynote,
to be valuable as a subordinate contribution. With as
thorough impartiality as is attainable by any effort of the
will, in full sight of encompassing dangers, the author must
be studied, must be communed with, as it were, face to
face, through the works he has given to his fellow-men;
and as great a sympathy as is possible must be attained
with him in his views and objects. The grand principle
also must never be lost sight of, that God makes nothing
in vain; that the moral world is as varied, as vast, and as
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complex as the physical; and that it is only when, coming
Jut of the little dwelling of our own ideas and maxims,
we gaze over the thousandfold developments of mind, that
we perceive the harmonious grandeur of the whole. In all
cases, narrow intensity marks imperfection. The worker
of limited power excels in some one particular: the private
soldier knows when to put his right foot foremost, and
when to draw his trigger; the commissariat officer knows
how to arrange the provisioning of a division; the Murat
or Lambert can command a body of cavalry, and bring it
down with overpowering vigor upon an enemy; but it is
only the Napoleon or the Cromwell that can do all in his
single person, and so prove himself born to command. The
same holds good of writers. The narrow, limited author
has one particular idea, by which he thinks he hag taken
the measure of the universe ; he sympathizes with one sort
of excellence, he has one formula in politics, he has one
dogma in religion; while the king in literature — the Rich-
ter, the Goethe, the Shakspeare — displays a countless va-
riety of excellences, sympathizes with every sound human
faculty, and at last almost attains the serene and all-embrac-
ing tolerance of “contradicting no one.” These men can
take a comprehensive view of nature in all her forms and
all her workings; they know well that, when the magnifi-
cent island exalts its head in the ocean, not the smallest
insect that formed it has died in vain.

It is with the earnest desire to attain as close an approx-
imation as possible, to the impartiality and width of view
and sympathy we have indicated, that we approach the lit-
erary measurement of Sir Archibald Alison. Our position,
purely literary, precludes political bias; and, though not
subscribing to every article of his political creed, we hope
to do him some measure of justice.
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The fundamental stratum on which Sir Archibald Alison’s
character, with all its feelings and faculties, is based, is that
which is in all cases indispensable, but which in many in-
stances has been wanting. That basis is thorough, fervent,
well-applied honesty. He is a man who believes with the
whole power of his soul. He is not cold and formal as
Robertson ; he is not tainted in his whole nature, as was
Gibbon, by mistaking a sinewless phantom, called “philos-
ophy ” —evoked, like some Frankenstein, from vacancy,
by the literary necromancy of French savans — for an
embodiment of celestial truth: friends and foes alike respect
the genuine fervor, linked with earth and with heaven,
- which pervades and animates the writings of Sir Archibald
Alison. This it is which must, we think, make his works
essentially pleasing to every honest man. In one place,
we may question an inference ; in another, we may detect
an imperfect analogy ; here we may smile at the identifica-
tion of the advocates of organic reform (revolution) with
the powers of hell; and there we may think the laws of
chaste and correct imagery infringed; but we always feel
that the company of this man is safe—that his breast holds
no malice or guile —that he believes really, and believes
in a reality. Such is the base of Sir Archibald’s character
—a basis of adamant.

‘With this comports well the general tone of his mind.
He is always animated ; he is always energetic. But here
a distinction must be made. Sir Archibald is not one of
those men whom a class of modern writers would specially
characterize as “earnest.” We cannot discover that he
has undergone any of those fierce internal struggles which
figure so largely in modern literature, and which give such
a wild and thrilling interest to certain writings of Byron,
Goethe, and Carlyle. He seems never to have wrestled in
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life-and death struggle with doubt; he seems to have early
discerned, with perfect assurance, the great pillars of human
belief, and calmly placed his back against them ; his mind
is essentially opposed to the skeptical order of intellect.
Hence it is that his beliefs, though honest and unwavering,
are not intense; that he throws all his energy out upon
objective realities; that we have no syllable as to the
author’s subjective state. e believe that the two latter
writers, whom we have referred to as entering largely upon
subjective delineation, would declare this to be the more
healthy mental state of the two; it is that, indeed, towards
which all their efforts tend. We see as little of Sir Archi-
bald Alison when he discusses any question, as we do of
Homer when he narrates. But this order of mind may be
characterized by various degrees of intellectual power;
and, as a general fact, its beliefs will not be held with such
intensity as in the other case. When one grasps a precious
casket from his burning dwelling, he grasps it more tena-
ciously, and proclaims his triumph with more intense exul-
tation, than if he had never doubted for 2 moment his safe
possession of it.

Sir Archibald’s beliefs, then, are not intense; we must
add, that his energy is not concentrated. The stronger
the spirit distilled from any substance, the smaller the
quantity ; a small cannon will do as much as a huge bat-
tering-ram. We are often reminded of the fact in perus-
ing the works of Sir Archibald Alison. In one point of
view, his energy may be wondered at, and in some meas-
ure commended ; in another point of view, it must be pro-
nounced defective, and almost to be regretted. That read-
ers may obtain an idea of his powers of working — of the
amount which he can perform—we extract the following
from a very able article upon Sir Archibald, which ap-
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one point of view, quite a satisfactory account of every
defect in these able and fascinating performances, that they
were written in such haste that revision was impossible;
under the circumstances, they could not reasonably have
been expected to be better. But our very admiration of
the essays, and our profound conviction of the value of
the thought they contain, sharpen our regret that haste
should have deprived them of any polish or vigor —that
in any instance it shoild be suspected by the reader that
the plough is going over the top of the ground, and not
into it. It may be said, that these essays were written at
particular junctures, when it was important, for national
reasons, that they should instantly appear. We acknowl-
edge the force of this; it is perfectly sufficient to excuse
every defect which marred the essays as they were issued
in the pages of the magazine; but did not their collection
in a form adapted to separate publication: afford an oppor-
tunity for revision and condensation? Is any one more
fully aware than Sir Archibald of the value of thought?
that one grain of its imperishable gold outweighs whole
reams of printed paper? And can any one forget the fact,
that men often judge by a slip, or a deficiency, or an imper-
fection, and obstinately refuse to believe in excellence
which is not uniform? We again profess an extreme admi-
ration for many of the essays of which we speak; and we
must avow that no feeling more powerfully affected our
mind, as we perused them, than a desire that their author
had, with the utmost deliberation and earnestness, applied
himself to exhibit, in clear separate form, certain of those
views and principles to which he rightly attaches so much
importance, and which he has so thoroughly mastered. As
we read such essays as those on the Indian Question — on
which, in all its aspects, Sir -Archibald is admirable —as
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of dissimilar, but all of great genius. We doubt not that
this mathematical study has availed Sir Archibald much,
in enabling him to glance over multiplex national and social
phenomena, and discern the one truth which connected
them all, and which lent them their signification.

Sir Archibald’s sympathies are wide, and give rise at
once to versatility of talent, and fairness to opponents. He
is certainly Conservative; he is an uncompromising, un-
questioning Tory. But we think it must be allowed that
he treats his opponents generously; that here the only
conservatism which attaches to him is that of honor and of
chivalry. He would as much scorn to search out, with
malignant scrutiny, the pardonable weakness or foible of
an opponent, as the true knight of the olden time would
have scorned to point his lance just at the spot where he
thought the armor of his foe was cracked. He concerns
himself with principles ; if he overcomes his antagonist, it
is by utterly smashing the arms of his trust by the force
of historic truth; he disdains to take his foe at a disadvan-
tage, but he neither asks nor gives quarter.

It is somewhat astonishing to find the same enthusiastic,
rolling utterance in his critical as in his political essays; we
presume in one case it is the enthusiasm of belief—he
feels he is talking to his countrymen and to posterity on
matters of vital importance, and he speaks fervently and
loud: in the other, we take it to be the enthusiasm of de-
light; “we have done,” he seems to say, “for a time, with
the doctrines of currency; we shall let the Manchester
school alone, there being room enough in the world for it
and us; let us away to hear the ringing of the squadrons
around Troy, to weep or sadly smile with Dante, to see
celestial softness in the creations of Raphael, or to tremble ‘
at the wild passion of Michael Angelo.” And in criticism,
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the same mental characteristics are manifested as elsewhere.
He does not, by natural bent, turn all his powers to pene-
trate into radical laws of beauty or taste. In examining a
work of art, he sees great characteristics; he does not
remark the particular waving of a curl, he does not measure
every angle, he does not refine about rhythm or euphony,
but he sees the eye of Homer glancing iuto the heart of
man, and he follows the hand of Angelo as it strikes out
the big bones and muscles. In all cases, he is wide and
fervid, not piercing, lynx-eyed and intense.

In opinion, Sir Archibald Alison, we have remarked, is
Conservative; this is the foundation of all his system of
thought. And we must profess our profound conviction,
however much on particular topics we might venture to
join issue with Sir Archibald, both that his conservatism
is a most honest and venerable conservatism, and that it is
of incalculable importance and value to true progress. His
conservatism is one whose object is liberty, and whose
watchword is progress. We, of course, cannot condescend
upon particular views cntertained by him on particular
subjects ; but, leaving the vexed questions of currency, we
think his syst&m may all be shown to branch out from two
great stems:— :

1st, Universality of representation.

2nd, National honor.

By the first of these, which is an expression of our own,
we by no means intend to represent Sir Archibald as an
advocate of universal suffrage; we design it to mean the
accordance to every interest in the state of its due repre-
sentation and influence. Let the aristocracy, he says, be
represented, for then you have continually gathered round
the national standard those who are bound to defend it by
every obligation of honor, descent, and interest: who have
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inherited education, by birth, who have unlimited leisure
by the possession of wealth, and who are raised by position
above the excessive influence of popular clamors. Let the
middle classes be represented, that the interests of com-
merce be not overlooked, and that the interests of the
farmer be not merged in those of the landlord. Let every
one who has proved himself of sufficient industry, honesty
and intelligence to rise from the working-classes, and who
has a stake in the national welfare, have a vote. But by
no means extend the right of voting to all numerically, for
then you have destroyed all radical uniformity; you have
committed a suicidal act; you have put the sceptre into
the hand of that which is so vastly the most numerous
body in the state —the populace. Their representation
in the other case will be indirect but real. Sir Archibald
strongly advocates the extension or continuance of repre-
sentative rights to the colonies of a mother state.

From the second great branch of Sir Archibald’s system,
the upholding, at all hazards, of national honor, proceeds
his unqualified protest against utilitarianism as the basis
of a system of policy; his untiring and eloquent advocacy
of colonial interest ; his utter disdain of the political creed
whose formula is £. s. ¢. National honor, national justice,
national religion, national unity —these are his watchwords.
And here, again, his views are wide and practical, rather
than penetrating or ideal. He takes his stand upon those
virtues which characterize a nation as distinguished from
an individual —moderation, calmness, general purity’ of
manners. He trusts for the attainment of these to a na-
tional church, and has, therefore, an unmasked distrust and
dislike of dissent. The renovation of the nation from an
individual starting-point, he regards as chimerical; he looks
to national religious institutions, and not to men: for the
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ious men a misnomer. It might be called “respectability,”
and so shown to be invaluable to a government; if named
religion, rigorous limitations would be made. We shall
not enter upon this complicated and difficult question ; but
we take the truth in the matter to be this:—Sound dissent
is invariably based upon individual earnestness; so it was
with the Waldenses, so with the Puritans, so with the
Wesleyans; and it were the perfection of government,
when this individual religious earnestness was permitted
to diffuse itself harmoniously through the commonwealth,
neither arrayed in hostility nor monopolizing regard. Sir
Archibald Alison, looking entirely from a national point
of view, has, we must think, failed to perceive the value,
the power, nay, even the safety, of individual earnest re-
ligion in a nation: he sees not that, in the fervor of dissent,
there can ever glow the true light from heaven; the iron,
the brass, and the clay of false systems cannot, he thinks,
be broken, unless the stone is most carefully cut and shaped
by the hands of government. The sectary of limited vis-
ion, on the other hand,ﬂooking entirely from an individual
point of view, ignores the vitally important distinction
between the individual and national life. In both cases
there is error, for in both cases there is narrowness of view:
the aim of every government should be to ally to itself by
the ties of loyalty every interest in the state, to steady
itself by a thousand different anchors.

‘We deem Sir Archibald Alison’s conservatism a truly
noble conservatism ; based on honesty, patriotism, and ex-
tensive knowledge ; embracing one great department of
truth, which has in all ages to be re-proclaimed. And, in
the present age, we think it peculiarly useful. 'When So-
cialism, Communism, Chartism, and the rest, are perambu-

lating the world, like so many resuscitations of Guy Fawkes,
o
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each with a lighted brand, purporting to have been kindled
by reason and truth, and to be able to shed a paradisiacal
light over nations, and yet too evidently threatening to fire
. the world with a very different kind of illumination, such
a conservatism takes the link from the red hand, and com-
pels the ruffian to pause, to consider, and gradually to regain
his right mind. The best human system is not all truth —
the worst is not all error; but the friend of advancement
has little faith in his cause, if he goes out of his way to
denounce conservatism.,

In addressing ourselves to make a few remarks more
particularly on Sir Archibald Alison, as historian and essay-
ist, it }& scarce necessary for us to premise that we must be
concise and fragmentary. The work by which he is best
known, and which has attained a world-wide reputation, is
his History of Europe during the French Revolution. The
origin of that great work, and the preparation for it under- |
gone by its author, are eloquently discoursed of by the
writer whom we have already quoted; his words are so
beautiful, and his authority so reliable, that we are glad to
enrich our columns by their insertion. “Many illustrious
men have neglected their genius in youth —many more do
not become aware of possessing it till that fleeting seed-
time of future glory is past forever.” ¢ Amid my vast and
lofty aspirations,” says Lamartine, “the penalty of a wasted
youth overtook me. Adieu, then, to the dreams of genius,
to the aspirations of intellectual enjoyment!” Many a
gifted heart has sighed the same sad sigh; many a noble
nature has walked to his grave in sackcloth, for one brief
dallying in the bowers of Circe, for one short sleep in the
Castle of Indolence. But no such echo of regret can check
the aspirations of our author. Brought up at the feet of
Gamaliel in all that relates to lofty religious feeling and
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the admiration of art, and in not a little concerning the’
grand questions of national politics, his youth was well
tended ; and almost ere he emerged from that golden,
dreamy period, he had embarked on the undertaking which
was to be the mission of his life, and his passport to im-
mortal fame. Among the dazzling and dazzled crowds
whom, from all parts of Europe, the fall of Napoleon in
1814 attracted to the French metropolis, was a young Eng-
lishman, who, hurrying from his paternal roof, arrived in
time to witness the magnificent pageants which rendered
memorable the residence of the allied sovereigns and armies
in Paris. Napoleon had fallen, the last act of the revolu-
tionary drama seemed to have closed; and in the Place
Louis XV, assembled Europe and repentant France joined
in the obsequies of its earliest victims and holiest martyrs.
It was in the midst of those heart-stirring scenes that the
first inspiration of writing a history of the momentous
period, then seemingly closed, entered the throbbing heart
of that English youth —and that youth was Alison. Ten
years of travel, meditation, and research followed, during
which the eye and the ear alike gathered materials for his
great undertaking, and the mind was expanding its gifted
powers preparatory to moulding these materials in a form
worthy of the great events to be narrated, and of the high
conceptions which the youth longed to realize. Other fif-
tecn years of composition were required ere the history
was brought to a close, arid the noble genius of its author
awakened the admiration of Europe.”

The standard of historic excellence by which Sir Archi-
bald has been regulated, we are able to determine from his
own works; we cannot do better than quote the following :
—+“Passion and reason in equal proportions, it has been
observed, form energy. With equal truth, and for a similar
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reason, it may be said, that intellect and imagination, in
equal proportions, form history. It is the want of the last
quality which is in general fatal to the persons who adven-
ture upon that great but difficult branch of composition.
It in every age sends ninety-nine hundredths of historical
works down the gulf of time. Industry and accuracy are
so evidently and indisputably requisite in the outset of
historical composition, that men forget that genius and
taste are required for its completion. They see that the
edifice must be reared of blocks cut out of the quarry;
and they fix their attention on the quarriers who loosen
them from the rock, without considering that the soul of
Phidias or Michael Angelo is required to arrange them in
the due proportion in the immortal structure, 'What makes
great and durable works of history so rare is, that they
alone, perhaps, of any other production, require for their
formation a combination of the most opposite qualities of
the human mind — qualities which are found united only
in a very few individuals in any age. Industry and genius,
passion and perseverance, enthusiasm and caution, vehe-
mence and prudence, ardor and self-control, the fire of
poetry, the coldness of prose, the eye of painting, the pa-
tience of calculation, dramatic power, philosophic thought
—are all called for in the annalist of human events. Mr.
Fox had a clear perception of what history should be,
when he placed it next to poetry in the fine arts, and before
oratory. Eloquence is but a fragment of what is enfolded
in its mighty arms. Military genius ministers only to its
more brilliant scenes. Mere ardor or poetic imagination
will prove wholly insufficient ; they will be deterred at the
very threshold of the undertaking by the toil with which
it is attended, and turn aside into the more inviting paths

of poetry and romance. The labor of writing the Zife of
9* '
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Napoleon shortened the days of Sir Walter Scott. Indus-
try and intellectual power, if unaided by more attractive
qualities, will equally fail of success; they will produce a
respectable work, valuable as a book of reference, which
will slumber in forgotten obscurity in our libraries. The
combindtion of the two is requisite to lasting fame, to gen-
eral and durable success.”

The general voice of his countrymen, and we might
almost say of the world, has set the great history we have
named in the list of standard national works; it is, as the
Germans would say, a world-historical book. Its ground-
tone is of course conservative; its style is vivid, animated,
and pictorial ; its study is almost a necessary part of a
complete modern education. We think its study might be
most profitably combined with that of Carlyle’s powerful
and original work on the same subject: in the one, the
madness of revolutions is denounced and dreaded ; in the
other, there is the stern sympathy of an old Norseman,
who gazes on a weltering battle from afar, and the earnest
hailing of truth, though it comes “girt in hell-fire.”

As an essayist, Sir Archibald Alison deserves very great
commendation. He does not always excel: in the bio-
graphic essay, for instance, he appears immeasurably inferior
to certain writers of the day; but, in many instances, and
on various subjects, he attains very high excellence. In
laying down great principles in political economy, he is
manifestly in a congenial element ; in historical subjects he
is, as might be expected, sagacious and happy; and, in
criticism, his vision is wide and his judgment powerful.

In the historical essays, we sometimes come upon para-
graphs containing truths of the highest value and the widest
application. We were delighted to find the following great
fact so clearly stated ; its historical worth we deem incal-






104 SIR ARCHIBALD ALISON.

“the perennial in man” for certain of its phrases, it would
be astonishing how closely it would resemble a leading
doctrine of Mr, Carlyle’s.

The extent of information possessed by Sir Archibald;
the swift glance which he can cast over it all; his animated
rolling diction; his varied sympathy; his truly British ab-
sence of affectation; in a word, every excellence of his
style, can be found in the following magnificent apostrophic
exordium to one of his critical essays:—¢There is some-
thing inexpressibly striking, it may almost be said awful,
in the fame of Homer. Three thousand years have elapsed
since the bard of Chios began to pour forth his strains;
and their reputation, so far from declining, is on the increase.
Successive nations are employed in celebrating his'works;
generation after gencration of men are fascinated by his
imagination. Discrepancies of race, of character, of insti-
tutions, of religion, of age of the world, are forgotten in
the common worship of his genius. In this universal trib-
ute of gratitude, modern Europe vies with remote antiquity,
the light Frenchman with the volatile Greek, the. impas-
sioned Italian with the enthusiastic German, the sturdy
Englishman with the unconquerable Roman, the aspiring
Russian with the proud American. Seven cities, in ancient
times, competed for the honor of having given him birth,
but seventy nations have since been moulded by his pro-
ductions. He gave a mythology to the ancients; he has
given the fine arts to the modern world. Jupiter, Saturn,
Mars, Minerva, are still household words in every tongue;
Vulcan is yet the god of fire, Neptune of the ocean, Venus
of Love. Juno is still our companion on moorland soli-
tudes; Hector the faithful guardian of our flocks and homes.
The highest praise yet bestowed on valor is drawn from a
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and Corncille, has been mainly exerted in arraying them
in the garb of modern times. Parnassus is still the emblem
of poetry; Olympus, of the council-seat of supreme power;
Ida and the Cyprian Isle, of the goddess of love. The
utmost exertion of all the arts combined on the opera stage
is devoted to represent the rival goddesses as they appeared
to the son of Priam on the summit of Gargarus. With-
draw from subsequent poetry the images, mythology, and
characters of the Zliad, and what will remain? Petrarch
spent his best years in restoring his verses. Tasso por-
trayed the siege of Jerusalem and the shock of Europe and
Asia almost exactly as Homer has done the contest of the
same forces, on the same shores, 3000 years before. Mil-
ton’s old age, when blind and poor, was solaced by hearing
the verses recited of the poet to whose conceptions his own
mighty spirit had been so much indebted; and Pope
deemed himself fortunate in devoting his life to the trans-
Tlation of the Iliad; and the unanimous voice of ages has
confirmed his celebrated lines: —

¢ Be Homer’s works your study and delight,
Read them by day, and meditate by night;
Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring,
. And trace the muses upward to their spring.’”

‘We must draw our remarks abruptly to a close ; our space
is already exhausted. We need not say the subject is far
from being so. We intended to say a good deal concerning
Sir Archibald’s style ; to show that here, as elsewhere, we
have his distinguishing characteristics displayed — wide,
not intense thought, giving rise to a flowing and diffuse,
rather than a terse mode of expression — diffused, not con-
centrated energy, producing a constant glow rather than a
piercing fire; and to point out a few of its defects. Upon
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the repetitions, the mistakes in imagery, the sameness, fre-
quently rendered the less pardonable by commonplaceness,
of formg of phrase, we could descant, but must cover all
up in this inuendo. .

Sir Archibald Alison’s writings are a continued protest
against modern utilitarianism ; his whole life has been an
effort to brecak Mammon’s threefold chain of gold, silver,
and copper; he has exposed the dishonesty and insanity
of political or party cries; occasionally he has confounded
the good with the bad, occasionally his scythe has cut down
the corn with the weeds. On the whole, we think he will
give us his sanction in saying that change is not wrong in
itself: that the frivolous restlessness of the child, which
breaks one toy and cries for another, is to be despised ; that
the morbid fickleness of the hypochondriac, who thinks
that a change of seat or the attainment of some dainty
would insure health, is to be pitied; but that the calm,
reasonable desire to change an old habitude or dwelling for
a new, entertained by the sagacious and healthy man, is to
be respected ; and that it is so in the case of nations.

Sir Archibald is the son of the Rev. Archibald Alison,
the celebrated writer on Taste; he became a member of
the Scottish bar; and the government of the Earl of Derby
conferred upon him the title which he adorns.



IV.
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE.

Amoxc the men who have led the van of British thought
during the present century, who have stamped the impress
of their genius upon the forehead of the age, and moulded
the intellectual destinies of our time, there is one name
preéminently fraught with interest to the student of our
internal history. That name is Samuel Taylor Coleridge.
In our schools of poetry, of philosophy, of theology —
among our critics and our ecclesiastics, our moralists and
our politicians — the influence of Coleridge has worked,
silently and viewlessly, but with wide-spread and mighty
power. As by a verbal talisman, his name opens to our
mental gaze vast and varied fields of reflection, invokes
grave, important, and thickly-crowding thoughts, and forms
the centre round which countless subjects of discussion
and investigation group themselves. For these reasons,
superadded to the fact, that we know of no easily access-
ible account of his life and writings at once concise and
comprehensive, we purpose to devote some considerable
space to a biographic sketch of this celebrated poet and
thinker.

Towards the latter half of the last century, there lived
at Ottery St. Mary, in the southern quarter of the balmy
and beautiful county of Devon, discharging there the duties
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had read “3Belisarius,” “Robinson Crusoe,” and “Philip
Quarles,” and found houndless enjoyment in the wonders
and beauties of that Utopia and Eldorado of all school-boys,
the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. The following is a
portrait of him, about this time, as he sketched it in after
years: —“So I became a dreamer, and acquired an indis-
position to all bodily action, and I was fretful, and inordi-
nately passionate; and, as I could not play at anything,
and was slothful, I was despised and hated by the boys:
and because I could read and spell, and had, I may truly
say, a memory and understanding forced into almost un-
natural ripeness, I was flattered and wondered at by all the
old women. And so I became very vain, and despised most
of the boys that were at all near my own age, and, before
I was eight years old, I was a character. Sensibility, im-
agination, vanity, sloth, and feelings of deep and bitter
contempt for almost all who traversed the orbit of my
understanding, were even then prominent and manifest.”
This has to us a deep significance, in the psychological
consideration of Coleridge’s character. The ideas lodged
in the mind at this early period of life, and the habits
formed, may, in after years, change their forms, and appear
in manifold and diversified developments; but they retain
their place with extreme obstinacy. This childhood of
Coleridge’s we cannot, on the whole, pronounce healthy.
Little boys are naturally objects of dread, rather than of
flattery, to old women. Little Robert Clive, for instance,
utterly astonished and startled the old women by exhibit-
ing himself on the steeple of Market Drayton ; and turned
out a man of clear and decisive mind and adamantine
vigor. The playground and the meadow, with the jocund
voices of his playmates round him, and in the constant
consciousness that his independence has to be maintained
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bers, and, ere morning, the ponds and river were dragged.
At five in the morning the little rascal awoke, found him-
self able to cry but faintly, and was utterly unable to move.
His crying, though feeble, attracted Sir Stafford Northcote,
who had been out all night, and he was borne home. The
joy of his parents was inexpressible; but in rushed a young
lady, crying out, “I hope you’ll whip him, Mrs. Coleridge!”
Coleridge informs us, that neither philosophy nor religion
was ever able to allay his inveterate antipathy to that
woman.

Just as his youngest son was ¢completing his ninth year,
the good old vicar of Ottery St. Mary died. Through the
influence of Judge Buller, a presentation to Christ’s Hos-
pital, London, was obtained for Samuel Taylor; and about
April, 1782, he. went to London. Here he was, before
entering the hospital, domesticated with an uncle. This
uncle looked upon him as a prodigy, and was very proud
of him. He took him to taverns and coffee-houses; accus-
tomed him to hear himself called a wonderful boy; taught
him to converse and discuss with volubility ; and, in short
“gpoiled and pampered him.”

This fast mode of life, however, soon came to an end: a
very different regimen and environment awaited him in
Christ’s Hospital. Here he found himself under the strict
discipline of Bowyer; his food was stinted; and he had
" no friends to encourage him by approbation, or refresh his
heart by kind indulgence on a holiday. Though enlivened
by occasional swimming matches, and Wanderitigs, some-
what hunger-bitten, in the fields, his existence was, on the
whole, a joyless one. “From eight to fourteen,” he says,
«I was a playless day-dreamer —a hellup librorum.” The
manner of his becoming possessed of sufficient opportunity
to indulge his keen and insatiable appetite for books, was
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of which we have spoken! On the whole, what a wonder-
ful boy was this Samuel Taylor Coleridge! The child,
even, is father of the man; and, in the boy, his lineaments,
both mental and physical, become ever more conspicuous.
Already the dream of fancy, or the abstract effort of thought,
had greater charms for Coleridge, than the surrounding, or
even the historical, realities of life; already his mind had
become its own dwelling-place, and found within its own
compass a sufficiency of object to allure and delight; already
he had drawn astonishment to his commanding faculties.
Whether the extreme development of the receptive powers,
and the constant inundation of the mind by the ideas of
other men, might not, to some extent, weaken the sinews
of the soul, and implant the seeds of that irresolution
which clouded his latter days, were a question; we would
be disposed to render it an affirmative answer. He soon
displayed an inability to tread in beaten paths, to pursue
common methods. He might be found, during play hours,
reading Virgil “for pleasure;” but he could not give a
single rule of syntax, save in a way of his own.

His reading was, as might be supposed, exceedingly
varied. It reached Greek and Latin medical books on the
one side, and Voltaire’s « Philosophical Dictionary ” on the
other. This latter appeared to the boy conclusive; to
Bowyer; it did pot. In utter disrespect for freedom of
opinion, and the finer feelings of Samuel’s bosom, Bowyer
did not attempt, by laborious effort of philosophical rea-,
soning, to re-convince him; he gave him a sound flogging!
It appears to have acted with potent persuasion; and Cole-
ridge called it, in after life, the only just flogging he ever
received from him.

In February, 1791, Coleridge entered at Jesus College,
Cambridge. Iespeedily distinguished himself by winning
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teach. A whole Egyptian inundation of blood was required
~ to water, and enable to take deep root, this one principle;
and, in pursuance of a method which nature very often
adopts, its contrary was first shown in full operation. Re-
move the restraints of tyranny; open wide the floodgates,
so long pent up, of human love and sympathy; and all
men, throwing up their caps to welcome the time of peace,
will, simultaneously and of necessity, rush into each other’s
arms! Such was the faith of Shelley, embodied in the
“Revolt of Islam;” such was the belief, for a brief period,
of Robert Southey; such was the faith which threw some
method into, and some brilliant hues over, the wild, almost
demoniac, but yet heartfelt philanthropy of Byron; such
were the hopes which, for a time, fed the enthusiasm, and
based the dream-fabrics, of Coleridge.

Of his devotion to this creed, he found ineans of giving
proof when at college; it was a proof characteristic of the
man. He was, we must remark, of gentle, truly loveable
nature ; honest, brave, ardent ; but not by any means fierce
or truculent. He did not plan a college rebellion, for the
regeneration of society; he did not, by fiery and desperate
audacity, exasperate the university authorities; he displayed
his attachment to new era principles in the following some-
what different manner. On the green lawns before St.
John’s and Trinity Colleges, a train of gunpowder was to
be laid, imprinting the grand watchwords of the new epoch,
“Liberty” 'and «Equality.” By the ignition of the gun-
powder, the words were to be burned into the grass, and
to stand forth there, seen by the sun above, and the college
windows farther down, for certain days, a monition and
benignant illumination to all the world. A ¢“late chancel-
lor of the exchequer” executed the redoubtable plan; and
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lic competitions, as the reader will have gathered, resulted
in a way to disappoint his expectations. His Unitarian
principles, which he was far too honest to disavow, barred
the gates of preferment. And some debts, which his sim-
plicity and want of decision had led him to contract, sub-
jected him to numerous and harassing annoyances. Besides
all this, we have found it asserted, that his mild and sus-
ceptible heart had been sorely vexed in some love affair.
The warm-hearted, dreaming youth was, in fact, peculiarly
sensible to the enchantment of female gentleness and
beauty; while, of a surety, but few girls were, or ever are,
to be found, capable of loving, and of corresponding to
the ideal of] the author of “ Genevieve.”

In November, 1798, he suddenly quitted Cambridge for
London. Arrived in the “great brick desert,” feeling the
loneliness which a stranger may experience when sur-
rounded by thronging myriads of his fellow-men, to him
mere automata, and finding himself speedily reduced to
pecuniary straits, occasioned partly by his Goldsmithian
readiness to give money to any distressed object, he cast

about for some means of present subsistence. Shifts there
" were few; these were none of the choicest, and hunger was
menacing ; he adopted the singular one of — enlisting as a
dragoon. Silas Tomken Cumberbatch (S. T. C.) was the
imposing designation by which he was known to his fellow-
soldiers; and, under such auspices as appeared, he com-
menced his military career.

Now it soon became manifest, that nature, whatever her
generosity or ungenerosity, had not gifted this Silas Tornken
Cumberbatch with qualities to enable him to discharge
creditably the functions of a dragoon. Far-stretching flights
into dreamland on the wings of fancy, imagined beating
of the Hellespont waves with a Hero’s lamp in view, ab-
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sume, who made the above discovery — condescendingly
permitting him, when their path lay in the country and
not in the town, to walk abreast with himself and enter
into conversation. IHow indulgent! How condescending!
e would not find such conversation in the messroom, we
daresay ; such conversation was probably not to be found
in the British Islands; the day was coming when Hazlitt,
Lamb, Carlyle, and De Quincey, were to listen, in rapt
attention, to the tones of that conversation!

At length, after some four months’ drill, the astonishing
dragoon was discharged. IIe returned for some short time
to Cambridge, but quitted it soon and forever.

In the summer of 1794, Coleridge, on a visit to Oxford,
became acquainted with a young man named Robert
Southey; a steady thoroughgoing worker, of strong literary
tastes and vast information ; who also was under the influ-
ence of the Liberty and Equality mania. An acquaintance,
which soon ripened into friendship, sprung up between
them ; there was a strong, perhaps radical, dissimilarity
between their characters; but the ethereal spark in either
bosom urged them together. This intimacy and this friend-
ship gave tone to much of the subsequent history of Cole-
ridge, and furnish us with one of the raciest and most
delicately comic of its episodes. The episode is that of
world-renowned Pantisocracy. 'We shall glance at it.

The scheme, as seems generally agreed, originated with
Coleridge ; a beautiful dream-poem it was, which he mis-
took for a reality. The amelioration of the species, the
regencration of the world, the attainment of unmitigated
felicity here below, were its objects ; the excitement of the
French Revolution, with which the air was still tremulous,
gave hue to the undertaking. A coterie of choice spirits,
free from all stain of selfishness, and with every energy
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devoted to the above grand ends, was to be sclected : these
benign and stainless individuals were to sclect just as many
young ladies of similar perfection, and marry them; the
whole were then to take shipping for the banks of the
Susquehanna River, beyond the blue Atlantic. This Sus-
quehanna was chosen, Coleridge informed Gillman, on
account of the name being pretty and metrical! Here the
choice spirits male were to toil, untiring and unselfish, in
the supposable manner of their father Adam before the
fall; the choice spirits female were to do the household
work, and perform all the delicate sweetnesses appointed
them by nature; all taint of selfishness, all deleterious ad-
mixture, of whatever sort, of human failing was to be non-
existent. The unruffled felicity of a second Eden was to
be the unquestioned result. Meanwhile, the world, in
amazement at its own long stupidity, and rapt admiration
at the dwellers in the new Happy Valley, was to open all
its prison gates, fling all its crowns into Limbo, and sheathe
sword from pole to pole! Then, by slow degrees or more
rapidly, after a gently-brightening silver age or in full and
sudden glory, the long-postponed golden age was to gleam
upon the world! All living beings were to be embraced
in the scheme of love. Hear this: —

“Innocent Foal | thou poor despised Forlorn !
I hail thee Brother — spite of the fool’s scorn !
And fain would take thee with me, in the Dell
Of Peace and mild Equality to dwell.
‘Where Toil shall call the charmer Health his bride,
And Laughter tickle Plenty’s ribless side !
How thou wouldst toss thy heels in gamesome play,
And frisk about as lamb or kitten gay !”

From bards to donkeys the blessings of Pantisocracy were
to extend !
SECOND SERIES, 11
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The pleading of this unassailable scheme, and the object
of raising the terrestrial clement of cash, caused much
lecturing in Bristol, whence the world-renovating expedi-
tion was to sail. In this town, abode one Joseph Cottle: a
man whose nature we can confidently pronounce one of
the gentlest, noblest, purest, and most generous to be met
with in literary annals, and to whom the world is deeply
indebted for his published reminiscences of Coleridge and
Southey; he was a bookseller, and warmly patronized
genius. Cottle Became acquainted with the schemers; en-
joyed much their conversation ; encouraged their efforts;
and lived in hourly expectation of the sailing of the fateful
ship, bound for the Elysian Susquehanna. His nerves,
one fine morning, were thoroughly and conclusively calmed
by the receipt of the following note : —

“My Dear Sir,— Can you conveniently lend me five
pounds, as we want a little mere than four pounds to make
up our lodging bill, which is indeed much higher than we
expected ; seven weeks, and Burnet’s lodging for twelve
weeks, amounting to twelve pounds.— Y ours affectionately,

S. T. CoLERIDGE.”

Four pounds wanting for a lodging-bill, and the regen-
eration of the world in hand! One begins to fear that the
tough old incorrigible is not to be regenerated yet! Pan-
tisocracy vanishes into vacuity, or is drowned in peals of
“inextinguishable laughter!” -

Did it all vanish then? Did the whole of the elaborate
and fairly-schemed plan fleet into nonentity, and the aerial
elemental stuff which drecams are made of? Oh no; very
decidedly not. The golden age, as usual, hung back; the
Eden on the banks of the musically-named Susquehanna
could not be set agoing, without fully more than “four
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pounds to pay our lodging-bill;” but there was one part
of the scheme, which, being of the ethereal sort, and flour-
ishing well when fanned by the airs which blow from dream-
land, took deep root. This part, as all our fair readers
anticipate, was that in which the young ladies figured;
Coleridge and Southey were both engaged in marriage.
The union of the former with Miss Sarah Fricker took
place on the 4th of October, 1795 ; the provision by which
the youthful husband purposed to support himself and his
bride being—an engagement, on the part of Cottle, to
give him a guinea and a half for every hundred lines of
poetry which he delivered him!

This financial scheme, it was found, would not work; in
fact, to secure a competency in this way, one would out-
write Homer before his marriage coat, if very carefully
preserved, was out at elbow. Cottle paid some guineas in
advance; but Pegasus scorned to be yoked in the provision
cart; and, on the whole, some more substantial and certain
plan of subsistence was found necessary. The young couple
had taken up their abode at Clevedon, a village on the
banks of the Severn.

The mind of Coleridge was always scheming, and gen-
erally his plans were on a gigantic scale; Cottle tells us of
a list of eighteen contemplated works, not one of which was
accomplished : his schemes almost invariably, like those of
Mithridates, found themselves unduly seconded, and inef-
fectually actualized, in execution. His schemes on the’
present occasion, however, were by no means of a sin-
gularly romantic or impracticable character. They were
chiefly three: to found a school, to become a Unitarian
preacher, and to undertake the editing of a magazine. The
latter, after consideration, and with soméwhat of reluc-
tance, was adopted. The magazine was to be entitled the
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Watchman;” it was to consist of high political writing,
of biographical essays, and of reviews; its date of appear-
ance was fixed for Tuesday, 1st March, 1796, and its pnce
was to be fourpence.

Whether the idea of a magazine was congenial or un-
congenial to the mind of Coleridge, he entered upon its
realization with ardent and manly energy. He undertook
4 tour to collect subscribers; and accompanied the perform-
ance of this primary object with the occasional delivery
of pulpit discourses. His religious views were still Unita-
rian, and his pulpit garb would have somewhat startled an
orthodox audience; on one occasion, he appeared in blue
coat and white waistcoat. His discourses, too, were “pre-
ciously peppered with politics;” and we must shock our
readers by informing them, that subjects were afforded for
two of them by the corn-laws and the hair-powder tax!

The tour preliminary to the publication of the « Watch-
man,” is one of the most brilliant passages in Coleridge’s
history. His mind was in the warm glow of opening man-
hood; full of hope, ardor, courage, love; we can well im-
agine that the Cherub Contemplation seemed ever to lie
and dream in his dark gray eye. His conversation was at
the time perhaps at its climax; men hung in wondering
silence on the rhythmic stream which, in wild lyric gran-
deur, or in gentlest lute tongs, rolled ever from his lips.
His eloquence attracted crowds when he appeared in the
pulpit; he was the “figurante” in all companies, and his
irresistible powers of persuasion increased his list of sub-
scribers, beyond even his own imaginings. Of his pulpit
manner, we may form an idea from Hazlitt’s description of
him a few years afterwards. Earnest solemnity, despite
his dress and politics, seems to have distinguished his mode
of delivery; poetic adornment, graphic power, and enthu-
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siastic exuberance, his style. “The tones of his voice were
musical and impressive,” says Hazlitt; and “he launched
into his subject like an eagle dallying with the wind.” No
wonder that he attracted crowds.

At Nottingham, he had some dealings with Dr. Darwin,
who utterly scorned religion, and thought himself in posi-
tion to banter Coleridge on the subject. His arguments
fell of course like snowflakes on a river; they might, Cole-
ridge said, have been of force at fifteen, but provoked only
asmile at twenty. “He (Dr. Darwin) boasted that he had
never read one book in favor of such stuff, but that he had
read all the works of infidels.” The impartial, free-think-
ing man! “Such,” adds Coleridge, “are all the infidels
whom I have known.”

We said above, that his powers of persuasion during this
tour were irresistible; but it is unsafe to indulge in such
poetic generalizations ; the dull tints and dusts of earth so
obstinately mingle with all human glories. Coleridge was
in Birmingham, beating up for subscribers — enchanting,
astonishing, electrifying. In the strict prosecution of his
design, he was destined speedily to find his perseverance
and courageous scorn of difficulties put to the test. We
must give his own description of the scene; it at once in-
dicates the graphic truth of his pencil, and illustrates the
fine hearty jovialty which lay deep in his bosom:—“My
campaign commenced at Birmingham, and my first attack
was on a rigid Calvinist, a tallow-chandler by trade. He
was a tall, dingy man, in whom length was so predominant
over breadth, that he might almost have been borrowed
for a foundry poker. Oh that face! . . . . I have it be-
fore me at this moment. The lank, black, twine-like hair,
pinguinitescent, cut in a straight line, along the black stub-
ble of his thin gunpowder eyebrows, that looked like a

11*
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scorched aftermath from a last week’s shaving. His coat
collar behind, in perfect unison, both of color and lustre,
with the coarse yet glib cordage that I suppose he called
his hair, and which, with a bend inward at the nape of the
neck (the only approach to flexure in his whole figure),
slunk in behind his waistcoat ; while the countenance, lank,
dark, very hard, and with strong perpendicular farrows,
gave me a dim notion of some one looking at me through
a wused gridiron, all soot, grease, and iron!”

This man was a friend of the species, and grand society-
regencrator. Attentively he listened to “the heaven-eyed
creature,” as he poured forth, now like a cataract of sunny
foam, now like an Aolian harp, his eloquent pleadings ; the
tallow fumes mcanwhile wandering intrusively about the
nostrils of the wondrous speaker, mournfully reminiscent of
earth. Persuasion that might have melted Shylock having
had due course, Coleridge paused to become aware of the
effect. “And what, sir, might the cost be?” ¢ Only four-
pence (oh how I felt the anti-climax, the abysmal bathos
of that FOURPENCE), only fourpence, sir, cach number, to
be published on every cighth day.” «“That comes to a deal
of money at the end of a year; and how much did you
say there was to be for the money?” ¢«Thirty-two pages,
sir; large octavo, closely printed.” “Thirty and two pages?
Bless me, why, except what I does in a family way on the
Sabbath, that’s more than I ever read, sir, all the year
round! Y am as great a one as any man in Brummagem,
sir, for liberty and truth, and all them sort of things, but
as to this (no offence, I hope, sir) I must beg to be excnsed.” -

From Sheffield, in the January of 1796, Coleridge wrote
to a friend reporting progress. In that letter occurs the
following sentence:—*“Indeed, I want firmness; I perceive
I do. I have that within me which makes it diflicult to
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points to a shattered nervous state and prompts mournful
forebddings.

About this time, Coleridge was of very striking appear-
ance. In person he was somewhat full, and rather above
the common size; his complexion inclined to light, but was
shaded by dark hair; his eyebrows were large and protrud-
ing; his forehead, as Hazlitt describes it, was “broad and
high, as if built of ivory;” his large gray eye rolled and
gleamed, in the light of mild but mighty genius.

‘We have arrived, as we said, at a grand crisis in his char-
acter and history. We have seen him in his youth; we
have marked the swift expansion of his faculties, the first
meteoric blaze of his fame. His path hitherto must be
pronounced brilliant. Not unshaded by sorrow, not un-
tinctured with error, it is yet encompassed with a grand
auroral radiance. The light of genius flashing from his
eye, the light of hope and ardor firing his bosom, he has
trod along, kindling expectant admiration in all breasts.
His very errors have been those of a noble and mighty
nature. The banner of human advancement had been
thrown abroad upon the winds, inscribed with liberty and
with love ; and ardent young souls hastened to range them-
selves beneath it; unweeting that those golden words had
been, or were to be, soaked and blotted with blood. With
what in the mighty onrushing of the French Revolution
was truly noble, with the perennial truths of freedom and
advancement, Coleridge had deeply sympathized; in its
wild volcanic fury he never shared, and, when murder and
despotism sat in its high places, he utterly abjured its cause.
For a time, the ardent, all-fusing love in his own bosom,
had bathed the world in kindness and beauty; the tones
of his own heart were those of tenderness and gentlest
sympathy, and he had dreamed that he had heard respon-
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sive notes from the bosoms ‘of all his fellow-men. Hence
had arisen the Susquehanna scheme, the beautiful morning
dream of the Happy Valley. Already, in various ways,
he had evinced gigantic powers. In a constellation of
rarely gifted youths, he had been the central light, the most
dazzling star; his eloquence and his conversation had shed
enchantment around him: his “Religious Musings,” to
specify no other of his juvenile performances, had been the
indubitable pledge of power to scale the loftiest heights of
thought and of fame, and to sit there crowned among the
mightiest.

But his path, dazzling and wonderful as it was, had been

- strictly that of youth. An element of excitement had

encompassed him ; the atmosphere of his mind had been
tempestuous and fiery; and the grand question which pre-
sents itself, at the momentous period of his history at
which we have now arrived, is this:—Is his radiance to
be merely meteoric, intermittent, and youthful; or is he
henceforth, in calmer air and with steadier glory, to shine
in the placid majesty of manhood? '

Southey, the friend of his youth, and the sharer for a
time in his dreams, with powers whose might was never
considered so rare or so wonderful as his own, calmly and
courageously marched from the dreamland of youth, and
in gathered energy commenced life victoriously as a man;
Wordsworth, gentle but stalwart-hearted, had virtually done’
the same; and how was it with him, whose eye gleamed
with a more unearthly radiance than that of either, who
was among them the acknowledged monarch — Samuel
Taylor Coleridge ?

‘What, in our view, marks the full development of man-
hood, and dissevers it totally from the states of boyhood
and youth, is a sustained self-mastery. When the energies
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are not the slaves of excitement ; when the fiery impatience
of occasional effort has become the perseverent energy of
continued work; when the powers are ranged in ordered
submission under the will; when the motives are not the
faint wavering futui or meteors of the hour, but the guid-
ing principle of the life is clearly ascertained and resplutely
adhered to; — then the boy has passed into the man.

According to this view of the matter, it is manifest that
sound healthful manhood does not necessarily presuppose
any vastness of mental power, any extraordinary or aston-
ishing genius. A William Burns, for instance, toiling
calmly and with stern endurance to find sustenance for
himself and his children, may be a sounder, and in stricter
terms, a more fully developed man than his world-shaking
son the poet, with his wildly-tossing passions and his sadly
blasted hopes. The miner, who works resolutely and with-
out flinching in the bowels of the earth, may be more a
man than the feverish creature of excitement, who now
soars above the clouds, and now lies prostrate and hopeless
in the mire. 'Who ever said Byron was a fully developed
man ?

Still more, it is precisely where the powers are mightiest,
and the passions strongest, that the difficulty of attaining
calm manhood is sternest. A comparatively easy task it
is for the man of common, everyday powers, to attain their
proper command, to restrain them within their due me-
chanic circle. But when the passions are fierce and mighty
a8 whirlwinds, when the breast heaves with volcanic fire,
and the eye rolls in frenzy, when the sensibility is as in-
tensely acute to disappointment as the hopes are bright
and certain of failure; then it is, at the momentous crisis
when the dreams of youth, whose light has hitherto suffused
the world, vanish finally from the soul, that the struggle is
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tremendous. The bearing of these remarks upon the char-
acter of Coleridge will become manifest as we proceed.

After the failure of the “ Watchman,” we find Coleridge
residing at Stowey. The urgency of a regular mode of
subsistence had become more imperative, from the fact of
his having become a father. Pecuniary affairs, however,
wore by no means a hopeless aspect; Charles Lloyd, a
young man who had conceived the profoundest admiration
for Coleridge’s genius, had taken up his abode with him;
occasional sums were obtained from Cottle for poetry; and
at length, in 1798, Mr. Josiah Wedgewood and his brother,
who patriotically desired that Coleridge’s marvellous pow-
ers should be untrammelled by a profession, bestowed upon
him an annuity of £150. One half of this sum ceased to
be paid at a subsequent period.

Ere proceeding in our history of Coleridge’s character,
we must indulge our readers and ourselves with a glance
at his Stowey life; a sunny prospect, which we shall sood
find enveloped in cloud and darkness. We avail ourselves |
of the words of kind and honest Cottle, who waxes hila-
rious and quasi-poetical on the occasion; the time was
June 29, 1797. “Mr. C. took peculiar delight in assuring
me (at least at that time) how happy he was; exhibiting
successively his house, his garden, his orchard, laden with
fruit; and also the contrivances he had made to unite his
two neighbors’ domains with his own. . . . After the
grand circuit had been accomplished, by hospitable con-
trivance, we approached the “Jasmine Harbor,” where, to
our gratifying surprise, we found the tripod table laden
with delicious bread and cheese, surmounted by a brown
mug of true Taunton ale. We instinctively took our seats;
and there must have been some downright witchery in the
provisions, which surpassed all of its kind ; nothing like it
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on the wide terrene, and one glass of the Taunton settled
it to an axiom. While the dappled sunbeams played on
our table, through the umbrageous canopy, the very birds
seemed to participate in our felicities, and poured forth
their selectest anthems. As we sat in our, sylvan hall of
splendor, a company of the happiest mortals (T. Poole, C.
Lloyd, S. T. Coleridge, and J. C.), the bright blue heavens,
the sporting insects, the balmy zephyrs, the feathered chor-
isters, the sympathy of friends, all augmented the pleasur-
able to the highest point this side the celestial! . . . .
‘While thus elevated, in the universal current of our feel-
ings, Mrs. Coleridge appeared, with her fine Hartley; we
all smiled, but the father’s joy was transcendental!”

All this was too bright to last. As yet, indeed, there
seemed no great cause for abatement of the hopes of those
who, in ever-increasing numbers and in ever-deepening
veneration, encircled Coleridge. We might say, in fact,
that it was much the reverse. The dreamy disappoint-
ments of youth might become matter for a pleasant smile;
the poetic fire, in which he had clothed nature and man,
might yet warm his own bosom and nerve his own arm.

His political opinions had attained a fuller development;
while retaining all the enthusiasm and love of early days,
they had settled into assured stability, on a foundation of
soundest wisdom. His theological views also—a fact of
momentous importance, and fraught with richest hope —
had undergone revision. More profoundly and with truer
reverence, he had acknowledged, in his inmost soul, that
the Bible is, in very truth,the articulate voice of God to
man ; he had perceived that the whole history of the human
race, for the silent but mighty facts of which no youthful
imaginings could be substituted, hath, for its centre, its
keystone, and its crown, the Lord Jesus Christ; he had
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hopes, had wakened tones of deepest sorrow in his soul.
We hear of a “calm hopelessness,” of long days of despair-
ing anticipation and unbrightened foreboding. Besides
this, we have reason for thinking it a fact, and we need do
no more than mention it, that his marriage had in some
respects been an unhappy one.

But for the mighty magic of opium, which, at such a
crisis, came in to throw a shade of most mournful gloom
over the character and life of Coleridge, these secondary
disturbing influences might well have been overborne ; but
for the depressing effects of these influences, opium might
never have succeeded in throwing its withering influence,
finally, and irremediably, over his soul: in their mutual
operation, they produced what we have called the grand
severance in Coleridge’s character.

After visiting Germany, in 1798, and making a stay there
of fourtecn months, Coleridge settled in the Lake country,
and engaged largely in newspaper writing. In 1804, he
visited Malta. Returning, after a residence of considerable
length, to England, we find him, in the year 1809, com-
mencing, once more, the publication of a periodical, this |
time named, ¢ The Friend.” During the period when this
paper appeared, the circulating libraries were doubtless in
as full operation as ever; the British public of this enlight-
ened age were hanging over their novels, or preparing, per-
haps, their ball dresses; commerce was rushing heedless
onwards; Mammon was stalking abroad, with all eyes
turned towards him in supplication or praise; “The Friend,”
being sadly over-freighted with wisdom, and having no
direct bearing on cash, but only on the eternal destiny of
man, and his true and lasting temporal amelioration, could
not be carried on for lack of support! This is a fact; and
admits of being thus broadly stated. As we peruse those
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The effort to free himself from the spell was vain; the
thrill of temporary gladness, as of returning youth and
rapture, formed so witching a contrast to the remorse and
almost despair of his disenchanted hours, that he ever
threw himself again into the arms of his destroyer. He
seems to us to be sorrowfully, but truly, imaged by his own
“miserable knight,” haunted by the spectre of a bright and
beautiful lady, from the ghastly gleam of whose eye he
could not escape, and whom he knew to be a fiend.

The wild fire in his eye, and other indications, revealed
to Cottle the melancholy state of affairs. In deepest dis-
tress, and actuated by his sincere and tender love for Cole-
ridge, he resolved to address to him an expostulating letter.
‘With Cottle, we can find no fault; the voice of duty to his
friend and to his God prompted the effort; but, with deep
conviction we must say, he was not the man to perform
the task. The delicate and reverential kindness which
every sentence should have breathed; the admiring and
bewailing pity, distinguishing minutely and unremittingly
between crime and disease; the manliness of friendly and
most earnest advice, with no tone of censorious exhortation
or blame ; — these were beyond the mental capacity of
Cottle. How sad are these words in reply :— “You have
poured oil in the raw and festering wounds of an old friend’s
conscience, Cottle! but it is 0il of vitriol/” And what
an unfathomable sorrow is here:—“I have prayed, with
drops of agony on my brow; trembling, not only before
the justice of my Maker, but even before the mercy of my
Redeemer. ‘I gave thee so many talents, what hast thou
done with them?’”

Ah! little did Cottle, or even Southey, with his far
greater soul, know of the fearful battle which this mighty
and valiant spirit had to fight; we must even say that they
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lions; but his will, that should have guided and subdued
them, was feeble and wavering as a deer.

Yet how wonderful is the power of genius! Mournfully
as the lines of decision had faded from that cheek, sadly as
the fire was dimmed in that eye, broken as were the tones

of that once soft and melodious voice, ardent and gifted
" souls were drawn instinctively towards him. Week after
week and year after year, did they listen attentively, did
they journey patiently ; drawn by the weird gleam of the
halo of genius round his brow. A sort of undefined glory
encompassed him ; an influence proceeded from him as of
some wizard power, allied to inspiration, and linked in some
mysterious manner with infinitude. Round his shrine was
ever a brilliant troop of powerful young minds; among
the others, we can see William Hazlitt, John Sterling, and
Thomas Carlyle.

The last mentioned writer, in his lately published life of
John Sterling, has devoted a chapter to Coleridge; and we
present to our readers the following sketch of him during
his Highgate life; from Carlyle’s unequalled pencil : —

“Coleridge sat on the brow of Highgate Hill in those
years, looking down on London and its smoke-tumult, like
a sage escaped from the inanity of life’s battle; attracting
towards him the thoughts of innumerable brave souls still
engaged there. . . . The good man, he was now getting
old, towards sixty perhaps; and gave you the idea of a life
that had been full of sufferings; a life heavy-laden, half-
vanquished, still swimming painfully in seas of manifold
physical, and other bewilderment. Brow and head were
round, and of massive weight, but the face was flabby and
irresolute. The deep eyes, of a light hazel, were as full of
sorrow as of inspiration ; confused pain looked mildly from
them, as in a kind of mild astonishment. The whole figure
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light upon the destiny of man, and to kindle his eye with
light from heaven, must ever constitute the true mission of
the poet; and to this alone could Coleridge, fully and finally,
have devoted his powers.

But to these objects, it cannot be said that he ever, in
full measure, devoted them. He has done much; but we
are profoundly sensible that he might have done more.
Strains of softest, gentlest melody he has left us, strains
which will sound in the ears of the latest generations; the
gift he bestowed upon his country was precious and mar-
vellous. Yet might not the Titanic powers to which they
bear witness have drawn new notes of grandeur from the
great unwritten epic of human history, have thrown new
and brighter light on the ways of God to man, have spread
out a new auroral banner to illumine man’s destiny, and
lead him nearer to the celestial country? In his youth he
schemed an epic, which might have set him on the same
starry pinnacle with Milton ; but it was his fate to scheme,
while Milton, heroic in every fibre, accomplished.

‘We shall notice, and that but most cursorily, only four
of Coleridge’s poems: “ Religious Musings,” “The Ancient
Mariner,” « Christabel,” and “Love.”

In the Pickering edition of 1844, the date afﬁxed to the
“Religious Musings” is Christmas Eve, 1794. If this is
correct, the piece was composed when its author was a
dragoon ; but Cottle asserts it to have been written at a
later period. We are inclined, however, to suspect, that
the latter has confounded subsequent revision and addition,
with original production. At all events, it was a-juvenile
effort, and truly it was a mighty one. All through it, there
glows the white heat of a nobldst and holiest enthusiasm ;
its tempestuous rapture reminds you of Homer. Some

tagssages gleam with a Miltonic grandeur and sublimity;
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and the marvellous power with which the poet spreads his
vivifying enthusiasm all over nature, is unsurpassed.

The magnificent personifications with which this poem
abounds, are perhaps its distinguishing characteristic. The
power of personification, we regard as one of the truest
and severest tests of poetic genius; and among modern
poets Coleridge and Shelley are probably its greatest mas-
ters. As a specimen of the ability of the former in this
way, and also as a characteristic extract from the poem of
which we speak, we quote the following lines; our readers
will recollect Coleridge’s early political views, and the ex-
citement of the French Revolution : —

“Yet is the day of retribution nigh ;
The Lamb of God hath open’d the fifth sea
And upward rush on swiftest wing of fire
The innumerable multitude of Wrongs
By man on man inflicted! Rest awhile,
Children of wretchedness! The hour is nigh:
And lo! the great, the rich, the mighty Men,
\ The Kings and the chief Captains of the World,
" With all that fix’d on high like stars of Heaven
Shot baleful influence, shall be cast to earth,
Vile and down-trodden, as the untimely fruit
Shook from the fig-tree by a sudden storm.
Even now the storm begins; each gentle name,
Faith and meek Piety, with fearful joy
-~ Tremble far off —for lo! the giant Frenzy,
Uprooting empires with his whirlwind arm,
Mocketh high Heaven ; burst hideous from the cell
Where the old Hag, unconquerable, huge,
Creation’s eyeless drudge, black Ruin, sits, .
Nursing the impatient earthquake.”

That “giant Frenzy,” we are inclined to pronounce the

finest personification in the whole compass of moderr
-y
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poetry ; and we are not sure that two such figures as this,
and “creation’s eyeless drudge, black Ruip,” are to be
found, in an equally short space, in any poem that ever
was written. And this was composed ere Coleridge was
twenty-five.

The “Ancient Mariner” is one of the most wonderful
products of modern times. So much has been said of it,
that little need now be added. It is a vivid and awful
phantasmagoria, of weird mystery and terrific sublimity.
A vision of wildest grandeur, which passed before the
poet’s ecstatic eye, it was cast into poetic unity by the viy-
ifying power of imagination, and limned forth by the poetic
hand in magical and meteoric tints, to the rivetted eyes of
all men. Its graphic power is absolutely wonderful; and
we need only remind our readers what an important ele-
ment of poetic effect this is. What other men /ear of the
poet sees; in the intense glow of poetic rapture, annihilat-
ing time and space, he gazes one moment into the flames
of Tophet, and the next upon the crowns of the Seraphim;
what other men speak of, he paints. It is perhaps the
mingling of awe, and mystery, and wildest imagining, with
terrific distinctness of picturing, that makes the spell, which
this poem throws over the reader, so irresistible. What a
picture is this: —

¢ The upper air burst into life !
And a hundred fire-flags sheen ;
To and fro they were hurried about!
And to and fro, and in and out,
The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,
And the sails did sigh like sedge;
And the rain poured down from one black cloud; .
2., The moon was at its edge.
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The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
The moon was at its side ;
Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,
A river steep and wide.”

Those wan stars, that black cloud with the moon at its
edge, and that river of lightning, make up surely one of
the most terrific landscapes ever conceived or portrayed.
‘What a still and awful sublimity, too, is there in these
lines:—

« Still as a slave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast;
His great bright eye most silently
Up to the moon is cast.”

If, again, we consider the imagery of the poem, we find it
also perfect : —

“ Day after day, day after day,
‘We stuck, nor breath nor motion ;
As idle as a painted ship
Upon a painted ocean.”

The inexpressible beauty and appropriateness of this image
were never surpassed.

And does not the heart thrill with the aerial melody, and
serene loveliness, of these so simple lines?

“Tt ceased ; yet still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noen,
A noise like of a hidden brook
In the leafy month of June,
That to the sleeping woods all night
Singeth a gentle tune.”

But we can particularize the beauties of this poem ue
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farther. 'We regard it as one of the most wondrous phan-
tasmagorias, one of the most marvellous pieces of imagina-
tive painting, to be met with in ancient or modern poetry.

« Christabel” is a production by itself. Coleridge wrote
no other piece like it, and no man but Coleridge ever could
have written it. The idea of satanic enmity and malice,
under the garb of angelic innocence and beauty, seems to
have been much present to the mind of Coleridge. Geral-
dine, and the fiend lady beautiful and bright, are personifi-
cations of the same thought; and it is one of chilliest hor-
ror. We give no excerpts from ¢Christabel;” its most
striking passages have been quoted numberless times. The
blending of undefined mystery and awé, with the most
vivid bodying forth of each portrait in the picture, and the
most delicate minuteness in laying on the tints, perhaps
distinguish it as a poem.

‘We lack words to speak our admiration of Coleridge’s
poem called “Love.” Its melody rolls trancingly over the
soul, raising unutterable emotions; its gentle but mighty
enthusiasm, calm as a cloudless summer noon, wraps the
whole being in an atmosphere of rapture; its ideally beau-
tiful painting laughs at our power of admiration. There
are a few pieces in our language which stand apart from all
others, in unapproached, inexhaustible loveliness: among
these we place Milton’s “Allegro” and “Il Penseroso,”
Shelley’s « Cloud,” and Coleridge’s “Love.” Our readers,
of course, all know it; but we must once more recall to
their minds its serenely beautiful commencement : —

¢ All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,

- All are but ministers of Love,
And feed his sacred flame.
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idea of the influence which Coleridge has exerted, and the
work he has done, is to be obtained. It isin the spiritual
impulse which he communicated to British thought; in the
new ecarnestness and elevated enthusiasm with which he
inspired the mnoblest spirits.of our age; in the new life
which he kindled in thousands of hearts, that the extent
and magnitude of his influence are to be seen. From his
works, in their whole range, comes a mild but powerful

. influence, purging the soul of earthliness, turning the eye

heavenward, and nerving the arm to noblest endeavor;
while mammonism, selfishness, and baseness, like spectres
and night-birds at the morning strains of Memnon, are
startled and flee away. To perform this work in our gold-
worshipping age, Coleridge seems pre-eminently to have
been missioned by the Most High. And when the reader
conceives to himself the effect of this, in its thousandfold
ramifications, through our families, our churches, and our
literary schools, to trace which is at present impossible for
us, he will agree with us in thinking the work of Coleridge
a far extending and mighty work.

To Coleridge’s conversational powers, allusion has already
been made. On all hands they have been recognized as
wonderful ; but there has been an important difference of
opinion regarding them. Mr. Carlyle, in the work from
which we have already quoted, says: — “I have heard Cole-
ridge talk, with eager musical energy, two stricken hours,
his face radiant and moist, and communicate no meaning
whatever to any individual of his hearers — certain of
whom, I for one, still kept eagerly listening in hope,” etc.
The importance of this is very great, and its weight can-
not, by any means, be entirely nullified. It is difficult for
any reader of Carlyle to believe, or even conceive, that, in
any such case, his earnest and fiery eye would not see into
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the heart of what matter there was. But we must listen
to another authority on the subject, which will also be rec- «
ognized as of weighty import, that of Mr. De Quincey;—
« Coleridge, to many people, and often I have heard the
complaint, seemed to wander; and he seemed then to
wander the most, when, in fact, his resistance to the wan-
dering instinct was greatest, viz., when the compass and
huge circuit by which his illustrations moved, travelled
farthest into remote regions, before they began to revolve.
Long before this coming round commenced, most people
had lost him, and naturally enough supposed that he had
lost himself. They continued to admire the separate beauty
of the thoughts, but did not see their relations to the dom-
inant theme. . . . . I can assert, upon my long and in-
timate knowledge of Coleridge’s mind, that logic, the most
severe, was as inalienable from his modes of thinking as
grammar from his language.”

Under the shield of De Quincey, we venture to suggest,
that the practical energy of Carlyle, and the fact that long
and subtle trains of abstract speculation are not congenial
to his mind, may afford a solution of the circumstance, that
he failed to discover order or continuity of argument, where,
to the more practised metaphysical intellect of De Quincey,
all was beautifully and emphatically perspicuous.

‘We have finished our cursory survey of the life and
works of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. Around his career
are glories as of empyrean light; and sorrows that might
draw tears from the Seraphim. Of kind and gentle nature,
and by constitution and early education ill adapted for the
sore buffetings of the life-battle, his intellectual vision was
wide as that of the eagle, and piercing as that of the
lynx; his love of nature was deep and delicate as a Naiad’s
that has dwelt forever by a fountain in the slent wooldy
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his youth was bright, and radiant with the beams of prom-
- ise; his intellectual prowess, in its full expansion, was
gazed on with dumb astonishment ; while, in beautiful union
with this, was a fantastic, almost childish playfulness and
geniality of heart. His religion, despite the sad anomaly
in his character, and the baleful influence of the power
under whose magic he lay, we must, from the whole spirit
of his writings, from the deep devotion of his private let~
ters, and from the agonized struggle of his life, declare to
have been profound and all-pervasive. In a fatal hour, he
quaffed the enchanting draught of ol;ium, and there was
not enough of rugged vigor in his soul to break the spell;
henceforward it was as if the spirit of an eagle was closed
in the heart of a dove. We image him to ourselves as a
desert-born steed, with hoofs to outrun the wind, and eyes
to outgleam the lightning, but smitten, at the bright morn-
ing hour, by the withering Samiel, and thenceforward stag-
gering, with eye dimmed and limbs tottering, along the
burning sand.



V.

“* “"WELLINGTON.

Axoxc the many wonderful phenomena of human his--
tory, war holds a prominent, if not the most prominent,
place; in the web of human destiny, it has marked itself
by a deep and continuous stain of red; it has directed
every national development, it has called forth every human
emotion, it has entered into the composition of every lan-
guage. It is, withal, a phenomenon whose meaning is ex-
tremely difficult to read, and of which, we must make bold
to say, the readings have been extremely unsatisfactory.

To discern that war is essentially an evil, demands no
singular amount, and no extraordinary exercise, of pene-
tration. The fair Earth that smiles daily to the sun, decked
in flowery garlands by the hand of Summer, might surely
serve a nobler end than to be the dwelling-place of self-
exterminating beings ; the lordly rivers, wandering through
stately champaigns, and, like beneficent queens, scattering
rich bounties around them, were surely not designed to be
reddened and thickened by the gore of brother men; the
mountains that rise so grandly to meet the glance of Morn,
were surely not set there to flash back that glance from the
bristling line of stecl; the soft, luxuriant plains of Ceres
and Flora were surely destined finally to some higher object

- than to be the battle-fields of Bellona and Mars. War, it
13*
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must be allowed, is a relic of chaos and old night. But
let us not imagine that this is the whole truth concerning
it; its source leads us back to the unfathomable mysteries,
but its history is not utterly inexplicable, and its actings
are not by any means simply malign. Let it be granted
that human history bears unquestionable evidence of some
fearful taint, of some fatal curse; let it be recognized that
the path of the generations has been over a burning marl,
which would not become the pavement of heaven, and
war becomes explicable. It has not been all in vain that
the gencrations have ever marched to battle music: the
car of Civilization has dripped with blood; those throes
and throbbings which mark every new birth of society
have been wars.

The great event which has given tone and color to the
history of our time, and without a knowledge of which it
- is impossible to understand the nineteenth century, is the
first French Revolution. It was the last great awakening
of the European intellect; as every other such awakening,
it was followed by wars:—

“For all the past of Time reveals
A bridal dawn of thunder peals
‘Wherever Thought hath wedded Fact.”

‘We venture the assertion, that the character of these wars
has been very widely misconceived. Mr. Carlyle, alluding -
to them, and to Pitt as one of their chief movers, exclaims:
—«The result of all which, what was it? Elderly men
can remember the tar barrels burnt for success and thrice
immortal victory in the business, and yet what result had
we? The French Revolution, a Fact decreed in the Eter-
nal Councils, could not be put down,” etec. We shall not
stay to ask how it came that the « Eternal Councils” ceased
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has established that the month was April, and rendered it
at least extremely probable that the place was Dublin. By
original extraction he was English, but a naturalization of
more than two centuries had rendered the family from
which he sprung thoroughly Irish. In the same year which
witnessed the arrival of Wellington in our world, there
was another little boy born in Ajaccio; he was ushered
into the world on a piece of tapestry, embroidered with
scenes from the Iliad ; they called him Napoleon. Arthur
Wellesley received his military education at Angers, in
France. In the year 1787, he received his commission as
ensign in the 73d infantry regiment. In the boyhood of
‘Wellington there occurred nothing deserving mention.
Strangely enough, it was in Belgium that Arthur Wel-
lesley served his first campaign. There he received his
first practical military lesson, in its rugged sternness, little
dreaming that there lay the commencement of that training,
which, on these very plains, was to result in his becoming
the envy and admiration of the world. The campaign was
extremely disastrous to Great Britain, and extremely prof-
itable to her future hero. Of many great generals, and,
with emphasis, of Napoleon himself, it might be said that
victory is their ruin. The feeling of danger and the sounds
of battle brace their nerves, and clear their intellectual
vision; but the sound of a world’s applause intoxicates
artd maddens them; thinking to shake the spheres, they
suddenly find that they are mortal, and fall headlong. But
of Wellington, and the whole class of generals which he
represented, it may be truly said, that every mistake is
worth a triumph, every defeat worth a victory. It wasso
ip the case of Wellesley’s first campaign. He saw there,
in the most swriking illustration, the combined action of
defective organization, inefficient commissariat, and miser-
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was against Tippoo Sultaun, the dreaded ruler of Mysoreé;
the second was the arduous, but somewhat amusing, chase
and destruction of Dhoondiah Waugh, the robber of the
Mahratta hills; the third was the glorious campaign of
Assaye, which rivalled the renown of Plassey, and contin-
ued one of the brightest blazons on the shield of Welling-
ton. We shall concern ourselves but slightly with the first
two; Assaye deserves a longer notice.

The campaign against Tippoo, in which Wellesley served
in a subordinate capacity, ended with the capture of Ser-
ingapatam and the death of its former possessor. This
took place in the summer of 1799. Colonel Wellesley was
appointed to the government of the place, and a very ex-
tensive jurisdiction assigned him. His discharge of the
duties thus imposed is strongly illustrative of his character,
and formed a very important part of that education which
produced the fortifier of Torres Vedras and the conqueror
of Waterloo. To our great general we may very emphat-
ically apply the fine and pointed remark of Sallust con-
cerning Jugurtha — “ Sane, quod difficillimum in primis
est, et preelio strenuus erat, et bonus consilio ” — his sound
and massive strength availed him alike in camp and cabinet.
Even at this early stage of his career, he displayed a com-
prehensiveness which could administer the affairs of prov-
inces, and a minute accuracy which could investigate the
most intricate or insignificant detail of currency. Into
every department of the administration he introduced
efficiency ; the affairs of the provinces over which he ruled
soon wore an improved aspect; and the gratitude and
applause of those over whom his sway extended rewarded
his effort§. '

The long chase which issued in the slaughter of Dhoon-
diah and the dispersion of his followers, is of too small
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ern bank is the village of Assaye, and, some small distance
to the west of that place, the village or station of Bokerdun.
It was posted on the northern bank of this stream that
General Wellesley, advancing from the south, descried, on
the 23d of September, 1803, the combined forces of'Scindiah
and the Rajar of Berar, in number about 50,000, with an
immense park of artillery. The British force did not num-
ber 5000 men. The right of the enemy’s position was at
Bokerdun — it was occupied by cavalry ; their left, consist-
ing of infantry, extended along the banks of the stream
towards Assaye. Wellesley determined to attack the in-
fantry. To accomplish this, he wheeled to the right, and
marched along the southern bank of the Kaitna, until he
passed their left. The enemy’s cavalry came pouring from
its position on their right, and was opposed by the Mahratta
and Mysore horse in the British interest. His rear and
flanks thus protected, Wellesley succeeded in crossing the
river to the left of the enemy. He at once formed his men
into three lines, of which the last was cavalry; facing
towards the west, they advanced; the 78th Highlanders
were kept in reserve. The confederate Mahrattas had
watched these movements with an interest which may well
be conceived. They saw the British cross the stream
beyond their left flank, and perceived, with an apprehension
quickened by the sense of terrific danger, that their left
would be taken in flank, and rolled back in utter ruin.
Their position was untenable, and an instant alteration
was imperative. With a swiftness and regularity to be
imputed to French assistance, they effected it. They drew
their infantry from the banks of the Kaitna, and flung it
across the space between the stream and Assaye, with its
left strongly posted on the village; it once more looked
the British in the face. In this line, and in great strength
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broke their ranks; their whole army then dissipated, leaving
ninety pieces of cannon in the hands of the British. One
of the most brilliant victories in the annals of war was
over. :

The defeated chicftains gathered their squadrons once
more on the plains of Argaum, but were totally routed.

In February, 1805, our general left India; after a career
where swift energy and dauntless valor in the field, threw
a rare and beautiful lustre over moderation, firmness, and
wisdom in the cabinet; where his strong natural genius
had been practised and ripened ; where he had earned the
admiration and esteem as well of the subjects of his ad-
ministration, as of his brethren in the field; and whence
he came, a Knight Companion of the Order of the Bath,
after having received the thanks of both houses of parlia-
ment, and with the first wreath of victory about his brow.
He had secured his country in possession of the richest
and goodliest conquest under the sun ; he came to establish
her throne among the nations at home.

‘We shall not trace minutely the career of Wellington
between the campaigns of India and those of the Peninsula.
In November, 1805, he served as chief of brigade in Den-
mark ; returning thence, he commanded for some time at
Hastings; in April, 1807, he was named chief secretary for
Ireland; in August of the same year, he served with dis-
tinction in the Copenhagen campaign; and, about the
middle of 1808, he was appointed to command a force des-
tined for the Peninsula. _ ) ’

The first campaign which Wellesley served in Portugsal
is extremely interesting. In it he acquired that knowledge
of the affairs of the Peninsula which cnabled him finally
to conquer; in it he first demonstrated to the world that
there were soldiers who could meet the bravest legions of
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a part of their creed, that they could beat them, two or
three to one. On the heights and in the defiles of Rolica
they first met the veteran legions of Gaul, and swept them
away ; around Vimicro, though Junot, Leison, and De
Laborde led on the French squadrons, they again hurled
them back. In a few weeks the French army would have
been destroyed, and Lisbon gloriously captured. But
Wellesley had outrun his nation in knowledge, and the
wisdom of his ideas could not be discerned. Sir Harry
Burrard arrived to take the command ; Sir Hew Dalrymple
followed ; instead of the ruin of the French army, there
came the convention of Cintra. Such was the first cam-
paign in the Peninsula. Sir Arthur soon returned home.
In his absence great and disastrous events took place.
The little Corsican came himself into Spain. Gathering,
by the swift might of his genius, the various divisions of
his army into resistless bolts, he launched them at the
various Spanish and British armies. The Spanish hosts
were smitten into confusion and almost into annihilation,
and the British, under Sir Jobn Moore, who, whenever
they crossed bayonets, vindicated their native valor, were
driven back to their waves. The emperor appeared resist-
less; and though Lisbon was still in our hands, a deep
feeling of hopelessness took possession of a large portion
of the British nation. But all was not lost: Britain pos-
sessed one man who could command successfully in the
Peninsula. He had already advanced far beyond his con-
temporaries in knowledge of the state of the sdht of war
and the circumstances of the enemy; the rare military
genius with which nature had endowed him had been fully
developed by experience, and had been oftentimes crowned
with victory; he knew well the valor and strength of the
British soldier; he was himself animated by that calm
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could be induced to sell provisions to the British; in the
day of battle, they were either too obstinate to come into
action, or too cowardly to stand their ground when once
.engaged ; sometimes, particularly when defeat was certain,
they flung away their armies with insane foolhardiness.
Before the battle of Talavera, for instance, a united blow
would have shattcred a French army; but the Spaniards
were as immovable as the Rock of Gibraltar; the oppor-
tunity being once irrecoverably lost, they did as those curs
to which the English were once likened —rushed into the
iron jaws of the French armies, and had themselves crushed
like rotten apples. The sickening vexation and the sub-
stantial detriment which these Spaniards inflicted upon
Wellington were incredible. In his own army, most im-
portant reforms were absolutely necessary to the hopeful
prosecution of the war. The commissariat, especially, the
full efficiency of which he speedily discovered to be indis-
pensable, was in great disorder, and it was only by the
utmost exertion of his organizing genius and his over-
whelming energy that a change was effected.

But, in order to obtain a comprehensive view of the
difficulties and entangling annoyances against which the
British general had to contend, and over all which he rose
in adamantine calmness, we must image to ourselves the
strong opposition which had its seat at home. Like that
ancient faction, which, by its plausible oratory and slimy
serpentine malice, finally brought to the dust the great
Carthaginian conqueror, the British opposition bent its
energies, zealously and unremittingly, to thwart the con-
queror of the Peninsula. They strove to cripple him by
insufficient reinforcements; they underrated and misrepre-
sented his victories; every retreat or temporary loss they
magnified into a rout. Valiant in the unassailable assurance
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missariat was put into efficient working condition; every
necessary arrangement was made, every appointment at-
tended to: and the British army, at length in the hand of one
who could wield it, proceeded in ardor and confidence upon
its career of conquest. Wellesley at once commenced his
march to the north ; took Oporto most brilliantly, and swiftly
drove Soult out of Portugal. Turning then south-eastward,
to act in Spain on thé line of the Tagus, in co-operation with
the Spanish General Cuesta, he fought the fierce and bloody
battle of Talavera, against the combined forces of King Jo-
seph and Marshal Victor. It wasone of those battles of fre-
quent occurrence in the Peninsula, in which, after a tremen-
dous conflict, the enemy was beaten back, but where, from an
inferiority in numbers, or a want of cavalry, the British
were unable totally to dissipate them. As it was thus, so to
speak, the type of a class, as it seems to admit of very distinct
picturing, and as it illustrates well the glory and the sad-
ness of war, we shall venture upon a brief description of it.

On the northern bank of the Tagus, in the Spanish prov-
ince of New Castile, stands the town of Talavera; beyond
it, to the northward, is a rugged plain, and at the distance
of about two miles a hill, with a valley of some extent
beyond. This plain was that chosen by Wellesley on which
to post his a¥my to oppose Victor; the hill, where his left
rested, was the most important point in his position. His
line looked towards the east, to face the French who ad-
vanced westward. On the right, resting on the town of
Talavera, and in a position so secured by natural defences
as to be almost unassailable, were posted the Spaniards;
no dependence whatsoever could be placed upon them ; the
highest hope was, that they would not run, and might
charge a broken column. The rest of the line was occu-
pied by the British, their extreme left resting on the hill
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They ascended the hill with that tried and disciplined valor
which had won them so many fields; the British, in their
immovgble lines, eyed them as they advanced with calm,
savage sternness; just as the enemy reached the ridge,
they poured in their fire, and advancing with the bayonet,
forced them back. So it continued until half-past eight
in the morning, when the heat of the sun compelled the
weary combatants to desist. Then occurred a most touch-
ing scene. There flowed a small stream towards the Tagus,
along the British front, separating the armies. Thither, to
draw water, the soldiers of both armies came. Ceasing
for a moment to be teeth of the dragon War, they became
individuals and brothers; they flung aside their warlike
implements, chatted in friendly terms, lent each other what
little aids could be administered, and mutually succored
the wounded. In afew minutes the bugles called them to
their ranks, they shook hands like friends, grasped the
musket and the bayonet, and the only word between them
was death. It was a strange and most melancholy, yet
wildly beautiful spectacle.

The sternest fight of all followed. The main attack
now was upon the centre; it was met, and most gallantly
repulsed. But the guards, in an excess of ardor, advanced
in slight disorder. The perfect discipline of the French
enabled them at once to perceive and take advantage of
the circumstance. They charged again; the guards were
compelled to retire; the French batteries tore up their
flanks as they drew back; and the German battalion, which
occupied the ground to the left, was wavering. The victory
seemed within the grasp of the French; but there was an
eye beholding the whole from that hill on the left, an eye
that seldom failed to discern the moment of necessity, and
the mode of relief, the eye of Wellesley. He instantly
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arising, moved, with regal tread, towards his lair. Massena
still vaunted. On he came over the muddy roads, now
drenched by the rains, and through a country which had
been stripped of everything by the strict command of
Wellington. This clearing the country of all means of
support for an army, was an essential part of the idea of
the campaign; its purpose is obvious, and the object of
Wellington would have been attained sooner than was the
case, if the command had been duly obeyed. At length
Massena came te a dead halt; the bulwarks of Torres
Vedras were before him. He saw, to his utter astonish-
ment, a fortified line extending from the Tagus to the
ocean ; mountains scarped, valleys spanned, inundations
prepared ; the whole bristling with cannon. He gazed and
gazed, in blank amazement, for three days; he found the
lines impregnable. Had he forced the first, there was a
second, and even a third, to be surmounted. At length,
in savage, sardonic calmness, the British lion had lain
down, backed by his native ocean, and gazed grimly over
the vast squadrons. Hisgrowl would now be given through
the throats of six hundred cannon. “ You were to drive me
into the sea, I think,— Come on!”

In due time Wellington left his lines, Massena rolling
back before him. The French and their emperor now be-
gan distinctly to perceive, that once the British general
had laid his iron grasp upon Portugal, there was no might
of theirs which could make him relax it. We shall not
follow him in his path of struggle and victory. The cam-
paign of 1811 was signalized by the fierce but glorious
fighting of Fuentes d’Onoro; that of 1812 was particularly
rich, boasting both the celebrated sieges of Ciudad Rodrigo
and Badajos, and the tremendous blow of Salamanca; at
length, in 18183, he totally dissipated the French forces at
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Vittoria, and encountered Soult among the Pyrenees. In
1814, after the magnificent accomplishment of the great
task which had once appeared hopeless, he sheathed his
sword at Toulouse. All that array of difficulties and toils
had been smitten and subdued by the might of his valor
and genius; those proud armies had been humbled; in no
single battle had he been vanquished ; and, dazzled by the
beams of his glory, even his factious detractors had been
silenced.

‘We now draw towards the end of that great martial
drama which we have been briefly contemplating. While
‘Wellington was marching upon France, with the armies
of Napoleon in retreat before him, the nations of the north
were closing in upon their great master. 'When the ducal
coronet had been placed upon Wellington’s brow and the
marshal’s baton put into his hand, after the great triumph .
of Vittoria, the contest in the north was still doubtful,
although the scale of Napoleon seemed steadily rising;
when the last blow was dealt at Toulouse, the sceptre and
the sword had fallen from his grasp. They sent him to
Elba, and Europe snatched a few moments of restless re-
pose, while huge armies, not yet disbanded, lay like night-
mares on its troubled bosom. But the end had not yet
come; the thunders were to awake once more, ere the azure
of peace was to smile over Europe. Suddenly it was
awakened, as by a red bolt of fire passing across the sky:
Napoleon had burst his chains, and was again at the head
of his armies. And now the two extraordinary men, who
had been born in the same year, and who had, from the
first, been destined to meet, were finally to close in the
wrestle of death. Once more the wild Celtic vehemence
and valor, under a leader of mighty but kindred genius,

were to come into conflict with the still, indomitathe
BECOND SERIES. . 15
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strength of the Teutons, under a leader whose overwhelm-
ing powers were all masked in calmness. 'We must omit
all preliminaries, and endeavor to gaze upon the great con-
test itsclf.

After various passages of war, the two hosts lay facing
each other on the heights of Waterloo; the French were
posted on one ridge, the British on another, and there were
several important posts of defence between them. The dim
morning of the memorable 18th of June, 1815, looked down
upon the British squares on the one hill-side, and the vast
masses of French cavalry and infantry on the opposing
heights; in the valley between them, Summer had spread
out a rye-ficld: ere evening, it was to be trodden flat, and
welded together by human gore.

It is a common enough remark in the present day, that
the modern battle lacks the interest and sublimity of the
ancient one: mechanically, it is said, you shoot, and me-
chanically you are shot at ; the wild fire that lit the eye of
an Achilles can gleam no more; the shattering sway of the
one strong arm has ceased to be of account in the day of
battle; give us the fiery melee of the olden time, in which
a Hector could mingle, and of. which a Homer could sing.
Is it, then, so superlatively and exclusively noble and diffi-
cult, to deal the stern blow, when the nerves are strung by
the animal excitement of the combat, and the enthusiasm
is raised by the presence and justling of the foe? Andis
it nothing to gaze, unflinching, upon the slow, steady ad-
vance of the column, from which the eye of Death is calmly
glaring? Is that deliberate determination of small account,
by which death, whether it comes in the shattering cannon
ball, or the tearing musket bullet, or the cold bayonet stab,
is chosen before flight or surrender? We declare, without
hesitation, that the modern battle is a grander spectacle
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ing heavy, the scent of blood filled the air, the ground was
fattening with human gore; yet they yielded mnot. In
silence they closed up their ranks, as brother after brother
fell, a mangled corpse; with the earnest prayer of agony,
they implored to be led against the fos: but yield they
never would; the car of Death might crush them into the
ground, but it was only so that a path could be made.
Sterner or nobler valor never fought round windy Troy.

“ O proud Death,
What feast was toward in thine eternal cell | ”

From noon until eve those cannon had roared, and squadron
after squadron of horsemen had poured upon those squares;
and now, as the shades of a gloomy evening were begin-
ning to fall, the fight was ever becoming the sterner, and
the light in that dark fiery eye, which directed the French
columns, the more wild and agitated. Once more as if by
a tremendous cffort to wrest the sceptre from Destiny; an
attempt was to be made by Napoleon. His old guard yet
remained. They loved him as children love their father;
“they had received from his hand the wreaths of honor and_
victory; some of them had followed him to the flames of
Moscow ; on some of them had risen the sun of Austerlitz:
and now for that dear master they were to go against those
unconqucrablé squares. Beyond them lay fame, and honor,
and victory; to yicld a foot was destruction and despair.
Slowly, under the rolling smoke of those great guns, they
advanced, with the firn tread of men whose nerves had
long been strung to the music of battle: we shall not liken
them to tornado or thunder cloud; there is no spectacle
so fearful to man as the ealm, determined advance of thous-
ands of his brothers to the strife of death. Lect the brave
have their due! The old guard advanced most gallantly;
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but they were ploughed up, as they approached, by the
British artillery, and a murderous fire from the unquivering
British arm searched their ranks as they endeavored to
deploy ; valiantly did they attempt it, but it was in vain.
Torn and mangled by that terrible fire, they wavered; in
a moment the British horsemen dashed into their ranks,
and rolled them backwards in wild confusion. All was
won on the one side, and all was lost on the other. "Who
can tell the feeling of serene and complete satisfaction
which then filled the breast of Wellington! And, ah! who
can image to himself the dread moment when thick clouds
rushed over the fire of that imperial eye, whose lightnings
were to smite the towers of Ilarth no more! Lo! mid the
. thickening dusk, while the cheer of another host comes on
the gale, the shattered squares have opened into line. At
last, the bayonets glittering afar in the cloudy air, they
sweep down the ridges to victory. For a moment Napo-
leon saw the long line, as it came on like the rolling simoom;
Shakspeare could not have voiced his emotions at the sight.
And he passed away to his lonely rock in the sea, to exhibit
the sublimest spectacle of modern times, whose deathless
sorrow could be sung by no harp but that of the melan-
choly ocean. '

Now was the time when the genuine and lofty manhood
of our mighty Wellington displayed itself. He had reached
the highest pinnacle of fame, the eye of Europe was fixed
upon him, and his grateful country exhausted in his behoof
her storehouse of honor and reward. It is such moments
that try men. The towering Andes, with the serene air
of the upper heavens about their brows, present us with
two phenomena: to those solitudes of the pathless sky, by
the force of wind and the tumults of the lower atmosphere,

are borne the smallest insects; in those serene solitudes,
15*
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in the full flood of the undimmed sunshine, floats the con-
dor. The difference between the two is marked. The
insects, borne aloft by external, and not by internal strength,
are tossed hither and thither in the thin air, with their
little pinions tattered, and their little senses bewildered;
the condor, with outspread fans, rests upon the liquid ether
s his native element, whither nature had designed him to
ascend. The phenomena are replete with meaning to the eye
of wisdom. By popular applause, by confusion and tur-
moil, the human insect is often borne for a time aloft, to
be dashed about and to fall; the man who, rising far over
his fellows, and basking in the full beams of glory and vie-
tory, rests there placid and immovable as the condor, is a
true and mighty son of nature. His strength is from within.
So, most emphatically, it was with Wellington; the world’s
applause did not quicken a pulse in his frame, or flutter,
for a momant, his ealm and manly intellect..

In connection with this part of the carcer of Wellington,
there is one name which we cannot pass over; if not an
actual spot in the sun of his glory, it is at lcast a faint mist
which has obscured it. That name is Ney. We must con-
fess a very strong wish that Wellington had done his
utmost to save Ney. To say he was not required to do it
by justice, or even by honor, is probably to assert a fact;
but it is virtually to admit the absence of a satisfactory
plea. 'Why talk of the iron rod of justice or the cold code
of honor here; hath mercy no golden sceptre to extend to
the vanquished? IIow beautiful, as he returned resistless
from the field, would this trait of human kindness have
shown; as a sunbeam on the wings of a proud eagle, that
at eventide, secks his island-eyrie, after having vanquished
all that resisted! IIc had stilled the tempests of Europe
as the wise and kind Magician stilled the elements and the
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demons; and when, like him, he was to lay his terrors
aside, would not the spectacle have been still more noble
and sublime, if] like Prospero, he had closed all with a strain
of mercy’s music? e shall not say that the affair left
a Dblot on the duke’s escutcheon ; we can imagine that, with
his rigid habits of adherence to form, his unwillingness in
any particulars to overstep his powers or prerogatives, and
the natural reserve of his character, he might not feel him-
self called upon directly to interfere ; but, had he for once
cast all such feelings aside, and striven energetically to
save Ney, it would have cast such an enhancing light over
all his glories, that we cannot but regret its absence.

‘We shall not follow the Duke of Wellington in the re-
maining portion of his career. As a statesman, he displayed
the same decision and the same intellectual perspicacity
which had marked him as a soldier; he had a deep sym-
pathy with that old Conservatism which has now been so
severcly battered by Free-traders and Manchester schools,
but which numbered in its ranks much of the highest and
the noblest blood in Britain ; when the trumpet of advance-
ment spoke so clearly and so loud that it could be neither
mistaken nor resisted, he advanced. It was when he was
at the head of the government, in 1829, that the famous
measure for the emancipation of the Roman Catholics was
passed.

We seem to see him, after the pacification of Europe,
taking up his abode, in calm majesty, in the island round
which hie had built such a battlement of strength and of
glory. 'We shall apply to him the superb thought of Ten-

nyson : —
“With his hand against the hilt,

He paced the troubled land, like Peace.”

We trust that some portraiture of the character of Voo
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Duke of Wellington has been presented to the reader in
the foregoing paragraphs. It well became us to trust for
such portraiture to his mighty deeds rather than to our
puny words. But we deem a few supplementary remarks
necessary for the general summing up of his character. His
radical characteristics were calmness, clearness, strength ;
they are casily read, and it is not difficult to refer to their
action every portion of his career. We see them every-
where : in the unerring but silent care with which he gained
a comprchensive knowledge of the conditions of every
contest in which he was engaged ; in the piercing and cer-
tain glance by which he detected the error of an opponent;
in the sedate and massive composure of his despatches,
where clearness of vision produces pictures rivalling the
efforts of art; in the marble stillness and strength of his
firm check and unwrinkled forehead. We trace the same
characteristics in his valor. He has been called cautious
and hesitating; after the charges of Assaye, the passage
of the Douro, and the eagle swoop of Salamanca! The
accusation has been founded on a simple mistake. We
have been told, and with sufficient truth, that the word
impossible is a word of ill omen; the scrupulous, hesitating
ideologist who fears to take a step lest the earth yawn, is
little worth. Yet the power to discern the impossible is
but the nccessary complement of the power to discern the
possible. A thousandfold clamor declares that such a thing
cannot be done, but the man of commanding intellect dis-
tinctly hears the voice of nature saying it can, and does it;
he is declared valiant, fiery, and so forth: a similar clamor
pronounces such a thing to be possible, but the man of
mind still hears the voice of nature whispering —“No,”
and abstains from doing it; he is called cautious, phleg-
matic, or cowardly. Both clamors have been heard in the
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case of Wellington; and it were a question which was the
more inane. Few eyes ever looked upon a battle-field with
a surer perception of the possible and the impossible than
his; he would not draw his gword to hew rocks, but when
he did draw it, it went through.

Much has been said concerning the coldness of Wellington’s
emotions, and his alleged want of kindliness. In this por-
tion of his character, too, we find the traits we have speci-
fied. He possessed a kindliness all his own. It must be
granted that he never exhibited that strange fascination of
genius which has been so powerful in many instances —in
a Mirabeau, a Napoleon, a Hannibal. Yet a manly kindli-
ness was his, which comported well with the massive
strength of his character. He loved, if we may so say, in
the mass; his kindness was that of calm, considerate reason,
and borrewed no flash from passion. In India he used no
small arts to secure attachment; he was encircled, and he
wished to be so, by the dignity of a highborn British gen-
tleman. Yet his rule was felt to be kindly and beneficent,
and the inhabitants of the wide provinces whose affairs he
administered blessed him in their hearts. Ie might not,
with sentimental sigh, lament over the individual loss or
destruction; but the general prosperity, the happiness of
the people as a whole, lay near his heart: he did not care
to dispense those small personal favors whence are born
kind words and smiles, but he spread his blessings, as from
a great cornucopia, over the land. It was so, also, in his
military carcer. If we may say that he did not love each
soldier, we must yet assert that no general ever loved his
army better. If the individual soldier had to be sacrificed
for the good of the army, he hesitated not; but, since the
efficiency of the army required the comfort and safety of
the individual soldier, the British private could not pos
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sibly have sustained fewer hardships in Spain than he ex-
perienced under Wellington. In a word, and in all cases,
those under our great chief experienced that security and
assured joy which weakness always finds under the shield
of strength. Wemight appeal to the case of the captive son
of Dhoondiah, to prove that kindness lay deep in his nature;
it was this which, uniting with his powerful faculties, natur-
ally produced the considerate beneficence which we assert to
have distinguished him. . We cannot believe that he looked
upon his army merely as a machine, and that all his care
for it arose from simple calculation; but he was content,
if he deserved his soldiers’ love by maintaining their gen-
eral comfort, to be without it rather than abstain from
sacrificing one for the good of all. Of all theatricality he
was singularly void, and his emotions were always under
the strict guidance of reason.

There have been countless historical parallels instituted
between Wellington and other great generals. He has
been very ably compared to Cromwell, and in some respects
he resembled that astonishing man. The same piercing
vision, the same swift energy, the same organizing genius,
distinguished both. But the parallel fails in a most impor-
tant point: the conditions of the time made it morally im-
possible for a Cromwell to be produced in the last great
European outburst of intellect. In the great Puritan awak-
ening, the infinite elements of religion and of duty had the
most prominent and pervading influence: the Puritan felt
himself fighting under the banner of Jehovah; the Earth was
to him a little desert, bordered by the celestial mountains,
and what mattered it though he fought and toiled here, if
he saw the crown awaiting him yonder. A time which
produced its highest literary impersonation in Milton, might
have, as its great martial impersonation, Cromwell. But
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Roman eagles. Wellington belonged to the class of gen-
erals represented by Scipio; Napoleon to that represented
by Hannibal. The wild force of genius has oft been fated
by nature to be finally overcome by quiet strength, and
never was it more signally so, than in the case of Napoleon
and Wellington. The volcano sends up its red bolt with
terrific force, as if it would strike the stars; but the calm,

resistless hand of gravitation secizes it, and brings it to the

earth,

‘We look upon the late duke as one of the soundest and
statcliest men that Great Britain has produced; one of
those embodied forces which are sent by God to perform
important parts in the history of the world, and around
which their respective generations are seen to cluster. The
memory of such men is asacred treasure. The men of
Elis did well in appointing the descendants of Phidias to
preserve from spot or from detriment their grand statue of
gold and ivory; it had been produced in one generation,
it was much if following generations kept it whole and
untarnished. Our great Wellington has just been placed
in the Temple of the Past, to sit there with the heroes of
other times, and to witness that among us too, in thé nine-
teenth century, a mighty man arose: it is the duty of us
and of our children, to see that no blot abide upon his
massive and majestic statue.

>



VI

~NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.

TrE figure of Napoleon Bonaparte first emerges into
the view of history at the scige of Toulon, towards the
end of the year 1793.

The revolutionary storm, in which the evening of the
last century went down over France, was at its wildest
working. Those fierce, irregular forces, which, in the world
of mind are scientifically correspondent to the tornado, the
earthquake, the fever, the volcano, in the world of external
nature, and which seem retained for seasons of crisis and
emergency, were performing their terrible ministry. The
statical balance of society had been disturbed : the.normal
forces, the forces of calmness, of growth, of persistence,
required to be re-adjusted. The untamed, primeval powers,
which always underlie the surface of civilization, like old
Titans under quiet hills and wooded plains, had broken
their confinement; the solid framework of capacity and
anthority, by which they had been compressed, had crum-
bled down in mere impotence and imbecility; and they
now went raving and uncommanded over France. Fear,
fury, hot enthusiasm, fanaticism, ferocity, the courage of
the wildcat, the cruelty of the tiger, hope to the measure
of frenzy, suspicion to the measure of disease, spread con-

fusion through all the borders of the country. At Toslon
SBECOND BERIES. 16



182 NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.

the general confusion was forcibly represented, though but
in miniature. The town, defended by a motley crew of
British, Spaniards, Neapolitans, and insurgent French, was
besieged, on behalf of the convention, by two armies.
These weltered wildly round it, strong in numbers, in valor,
in zeal, in stubbornness, but rendered powerless through
want of control and direction. Here, as universally over
France, the gravitation by which faculty comes into the
place of command had not had time to act. Cartaux, the
general, strutted about in gold-lace, self-satisfied in his
ignorance of the position of affairs, bold in his unconscious-
ness of danger. Representatives of the people, empowered
to intermeddle on all occasions, swaggered here and there
in the camp, storming, babbling, urging everything to fever-
ish haste, making progress anywhere impossible. Noise,
distraction, fussy impotence: such was the spectacle pre-
sented on all hands.

Then appeared, to take the command of the artillery,
the young Corsican officer, Napoleon Bonaparte. Though
very young, just completing his twenty fourth year, he had
a look of singular composure, taciturnity, and resolution.
Short and slim, but well knit and active, his figure and
port were expressive at once of alertness and self-posses-
sion; his eye very quiet and very clear. It would hardly
have struck a casual observer that here was the command-
ing and irresistible mind, which was to introduce order,
the highest, perhaps, of which they were capable, among
the tumultuous forces of the French Revolution.

Looking steadily and silently into the matter, the secret
of success at once revealed itself to Napoleon. The troops
and artillery had been scattered and dissipated. Yonder
was the keystone of the arch; it was an endless business
to batter upon each stone in the structure; concentrate the
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employed ; surveying the Mediterranean fortresses, fighting
in the Maritime Alps, always doing the work in hand speed-
ily, quietly, well. Iitherto he professed Jacobin principles,
and had used his pen on behalf of the extreme revolution-
ary party. Ile was now intimate with the younger Robe-
spierre. While engaged in the Maritime Alps, he was
urged by the latter to accept the command of the national
guard of Paris. IIad he done so, had Napolcon instead of
Henriot commanded for Robespierre on the 10th of Ther-
midor 1794, how strangely the destinies of France and of
Europe might have been modified! But his Jacobinism
was never too fervent for the control of an austere, calcu-
lating, most practical judgment: and it seems likely that
already, not distinctly seen, but gradually clearing itself
of obscuring vapors, his own star, serene, steady, cold, was
beginning to concentrate all the energies of his soul into
one intense passion of devotion to self. He decisively re-
fused. Augustin Robespierre was, indeed, an “honorable
man,” manageable enough, doubtless; but he had discerned
Robespierre the elder to be “no trifler.” The iron Napo-
leon knew the iron Robespierre, and instinctively recoiled
from one whom he knew he could not bend. Events were
left to their course. The sword of the Terror, held only
by the giddy, flustered Ienriot, was shivered into frag-
ments. Robespierre and his party were overthrown, the
Jacobins dispersed, and the current of the Revolution
turned into new channels. The reaction set in with ex-
treme violence; and Napoleon, at first perhaps seriously
endangered by his connection with the Robespierres, came
to Paris and fell out of employment.

The reaction from the principles of the Reign of Terror
was violent: but strong as it was, the inhabitants of the
capital, not the mere mob, but the sober and weighty por-
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tion of the population, were not disposed to forego the
greatest of those prizes for which they had so long and so
desperately contended. This sacrifice the Convention, by
the constitution of 1795, definitely and beyond question *
required of them. In the beginning of October of ‘that
year the sections of Paris rose in arms. Barras, whose eye
had fallen on Napoleon at Toulon, pointed him out to the
Convention as a man on whom reliance could be placed.
On the night of the third of October he was offered the
command of the forces available for the suppression of the
insurrection, Barras being nominally his chief. He was in -
the gallery of the Convention when the proposal for his
appointment was made. He retired to deliberate. What
thoughts passed through his mind in the interval can never
be known: but at the end of half an hour, he had bidden
adieu to his Jacobinism forever. To what extent he had
been disgusted by the excesses of the Jacobins, to what
extent a close observation of that in practice which had
looked so beautiful in theory, had intensified or developed.
the radical skepticism and cynicism of his mind, need not
be conjectured; but whatever faintly roseate hues of ro-
mance linger about the youth of Napoleon, from his out-
spoken. and ardent devotion to the revolution, here finally
fade away. That man cannot be called the soldier of de-
mocracy, who deliberately made himself the instrument of
bridling democracy, and subjecting it, before he was him-
self its sovereign, to a selfish and contracted oligarchy.
But a piece of work was now to be done, and the Napo-
leon of Toulon became recognizable. There were fifty
guns. at the neighboring camp of Sablons. These guns
were the Little Gibraltar of Vendemiare. Self-possessed,
calm, but with that swiftness which startled and bewildered

an opponent, like the flash of a meteor out of a dark and
16* ‘
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silent gky, he ordered Murat, a man to be depended upon
for swiltness, to bring in the pieces. They were clutched
almost from under the eyes of the sectionaries. The Con-
vention held its meetings at this time in the Palace of the
Tuileries; on this point the attack of the insurgents was
directed, and around this point Napoleon marshalled his
defences.  On every bridge and quay communicating with
the palace, sweeping every street and open space, he posted
caunon.  In the centre of the bristling circle he stood,
quict, composed, as one at home. It was the fourth of
October, 1795. In the early part of the afternoon the
Parisians advanced to the attack, numbering about forty
thousand. IHabituated to street-fighting by six years of
revolution, and flushed by some apparent successes of the
preceding day, the sectionaries poured furiously along the
streets towards the Tuileries. It was not the first time .
that the citizens of Paris, familiar with the conquering of
their King and of their Parliaments, had flooded those
avenues. On the famous tenth of June and twenticeth of
Anugust, 1792, for instance, they had come on in wild flood,
and a monarchy had gone down before them. But they
were now encountered by a thing new in those years. The
unfixed gaze and maudlin good-heartedness of Louis, always
ready to parley, unwilling to shed a drop of blood though
to save a torrent, terrible only to his friends, had given
place to the compressed lips, dark brows, and unflinching
eye of Napolcon. Betrayed, uncommanded body-guards
were here no longer; but in their place an army in position,
strung to exertion in every nerve, as a muscular arm is
strung by a determined will. Napoleon would do Ais
parleying through the throats of fifty pieces of cannon.
The scctionarics, sweeping on fiercely, were torn up
by cannon-ball and grape-shot. The tumultuous mass
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recoiled ; sobered suddenly, as a blustering bully is sobered
by the buffet of a brawny arm. ~The guns continued to
play; the ranks under the command of Napoleon advanced;
in a few hours the sectionaries were driven to their homes
and disarmed. The piece of work was done.

Napoleon had now stepped fairly beyond the sphere of
private life. His marriage with Josephine, for whom he
seems to have entertained no slight affection, soon took
place. He was appointed to the command of the army
of Italy, and in the spring of 1796 reached the head-quar-
ters at Nice. . .

Of all the periods in the life of Napoleon, the mind is
apt to rest with most enthusiasm upon that of his early
campaigns in Ttaly. His fame may be said to have been
as yet unsullied; even that apparent defection from the
principles of liberty, which a severe investigation of his
conduct reveals, admits not unreasonably of being traced
to a soldierly love of order. And he had won his exalted
position through so honest and unmistakable a display of
intellectual power! Unfriended among the myriads of
revolutionary France, and at first scowled upon by envious
incompetence, he had approved himself a man of indubit-
able and overpowering capacity, who could think, who
could act, whom it would clearly be advantageous to obey.
One cannot but experience a thrill of emotion as the imagina-
tion pictures him in his first appearance among the soldiers
of Italy. Of all warrior-faces Napoleon’s is the finest.
Not only has it that clearness of line, that strength and
firmness of chiselling, which gives a nobleness to the faces
of all great soldiers; there is in it, in the eye especially, a
depth of thought and reflection which belongs peculiarly
to itself, and suggests not merely the soldier but the sove-
reign. And perhaps the face of Napoleon never looked
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.

so nobly, as when first an army worthy of his powers waited
his commands, the calm assurance of absolute self-reliance
giving a statue-like stillness to his brows and temples on
which still shone the brightness of youth, the light of a
fame now to be all his own kindling that intense and
steadfast eye, and his gaze turned towards the fields of
Italy. Cannot one fancy his glance going along the ranks,
lighting a gleam in every eye, as he presented himself to
his troops? “Soldiers,” thus ran his proclamation, “you
are almost naked, half-starved : the government owes you
much and can give you nothing. Your patience, your
courage, in the midst of these rocks, have been admirable,
but they reflect no splendor on your arms. I am about to
conduct you into the most fertile plains of the earth. Rich
provinces, opulent cities, will soon be in your power: there
you will find abundant harvests, honor and glory. Soldiers
of Italy, will you fail in courage?” In a moment he had
established between himself and his soldiers that under-
standing by which, more than by cannon or bayonet, vic-
tories arc won. Privates and commanders at once felt that
this was the man to follow.

Then commenced that marvellous serieg of campaigns
which makes the year 1796 an era in the history of warfare,
in the development of civilization ; in which the fiery en-
ergies, unchained by the French Revolution, were first
directed by supreme military genius against the standing
institutions of Europe to their overthrow and subversion;
in which the eye of the world was first fixed in wondering
gaze on the fully unveiled face of Napoleon. Not merely to
the soldier are these campaigns interesting and profitable.
It is for all men instructive to mark the achievements of
pure capacity, to watch the wondrous spirit-clement con- -
trolling and effecting, dazzling difficulty from its steady
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march, causing lions to cower aside in its sovereign pres-
ence. We are so constituted, besides, that we cannot
behold energy, perseverance, courage, resolution, without
a thrill of emulous sympathy. As we note the progress
of that intrepid, indomitable Corsican, from victory to
victory, we kindle with those emotions which animated
the troops of Napoleon; which sent the grenadiers through
the grape-shot sweeping like snow-drift along the bridge
of Lodi; which renewed and renewed the bloody struggle
on the dykes of Arcola; which made the French columns
scorn rest and delay, forget the limit placed to human en-
durance, rise over the faintness of fatigue and crush down
the gnawing of hunger, march through mountain paths all
night and spring exultant on the foe at break of dawn, if
only the way was led by Aim.

A review of these campaigns, even of the most cursory
description, 18 here impossible, and would be superfluous.
All men may be supposed to have a somewhat familiar
acquaintance with one of the most brilliant passages of
modern history, and to be capable of taking the same point
of view which must be occupied in order to cast the eye
along their course, as illustrating the character of Napoleon.

The Italian campaigns seem specially adapted to demon-
strate a military capacity at once indubitable, many-sided,
and supreme. They exhibit not only the fiery spring that
has so often caught the smile of fortune, but the cool cal-
culation and patient resolution which seem to compel it.
They show the victor crowned, not once, or twice, or thrice,
not under this favoring circumstance of to-day or through
that happy thought of to-morrow, but so often that the
possibility of fortuitous success is eliminated, and under
circumstances of disadvantage, so manifold and so varied,
that cven envy, unless aided by crotchet, stupidity or fixed
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idea, must own that this is beyond all question, the inscrut-
able and irresistible power of mind. The first fierce on-
slaught by which Sardinia, bleeding and prostrate, was
snatched from the Austrian alliance, by which the gates of
Italy were thrown open, and by which Europe was startled,
a8 at three successive thunder peals, by the victories of
Montenotte, Millesimo and Mondovi, all in the space of a
month, might, at least possibly, have been the result of
youthful daring and the valor of the Republican army.
But the defeats of Colli, the Sardinian, were succeeded by
those of Beaulieu, the Austrian; the defeats of Beaulieu
were succeeded by the defeats in two campaigns of the
well-supported and resolute Wurmser; the defeats of Wurm-
ser were succeeded by the defeats, in two campaigns more,
of Alvinzi, also furnished with overpowering numbers; and
when Archduke Charles advanced to re-conquer a thor-
oughly subjugated Lombardy, he too was met and driven
back. There were six distinct campaigns; and when Na-
poleon, at their close, dictated, in 1797, the treaty of Campo
Formio, he remained indisputably the first warrior in
Europe.

A great deal has been said of the change introduced by
Napoleon in these campaigns, into military tactics. He
broke through, it is said, all the rules and etiquette of
war, poured his forces always on single points, was now in
his enemy’s front, now in his rear, and, on the whole, intro-
duced. a new system of warfare. That he introduced a
change in the mode of carrying on hostilities, among the
generals of Europe, does not admit of doubt. The system
of warfare by which Napolecon was overthrown, put in
operation by men who had marched under his banner, was
indeed a more rapid and fearful thing than that over which
he won his first triumphs. But it seems as little doubtful,
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or traitors to depend upon for intelligence, with a thousand
openings for mishap in the very transmission of orders,
with the certainty that a slip might be ruin, to have the
whole spread out as clear as the starry spheres before his tel-
escopic eye, and again and again, by swift perception and
decision, to launch the bolt just where it was needed: —
this indced demanded a master mind. And he effected
these things so often and so variously! First, as we said,
D’Argenteau was overpowered in Piedmont, the French
army concentrating itsclf into a wedge and breaking through
the centre of the Allies. Then came the brilliant fighting
of Lodi and the investment of Mantua. Wurmser and
Quasdonowich were next to be overthrown. They were
near cach other at the bottom of the Lago di Garda, and
could they have united, resistance might have been vain.
But swift as lightning Quasdonowich was shattered and
flung back on this hand, and the whole flood, wheeling
round like a heady current, turned to sweep Wurmser
away on that. Wurmser, tough and valiant, retreated for
a time, and then advanced again on Mantua, leaving David-
owich with a strong army to defend Trient and the passes
of the Tyrol. Suddenly, while Wurmser was looking out
for the French along his front, he was startled by the intelli-
gence that, far in the rear, Davidowich had been utterly
routed. In a moment, this spirit-like Napoleon was down,
irresistible, upon himself. The eye of a ecivilian may not
deserve much confidence; but this overthrow of David-
owich first, and advance thereupon on Wurmser, with all
his Austrian communications broken, and not improbably
in some slight bewilderment, assuredly looks one of the
finest bits of work to be met with in the annals of war.
It is needless to multiply instances. Such was Napoleon’s
mode of carrying on hostilities, '
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battle-fields; not a look did he take: was the work over,
or could it be confided to inferior hands, he was away on
the instant, to front battle on some distant field. At Riv-
oli, his exertions were overpowering. He had three horses
shot under him. At nightfall, onc would have said that,
without repose, flesh and blood could hold out no longer.
But not 2 moment’s rest did he take. The victory could now
be completed by Massena and others; and he set out on the
instant for Mantua, marching first all night and then all
day. IIc arrives at Mantua. Any creature in the form of
man, were he a mere incarnated spirit, would surely now
seck repose. But Napoleon does not seck it. His soldiers,
indeced, are unable to hold out any longer, but not he. He
passes the night in walking about the outposts. “At one
of these,” says Lockhart in his own clear, admirable way,
“he found a grenadier asleep by the root of a trec; and
taking his gun, without wakening him, performed a senti-
nel’s duty in his place for about half an hour; when the
man, starting from his slumbers, perceived with terror and
despair the countenance and occupation of his general.
He fell on his knces b&ore him. “My friend,” said Napo-
leon, “here is your musket. You had fought hard, and
marched long, and your sleep is excusable : but a moment’s
inattention might at present ruin the army. I happened
to be awake, and have held your post for you. You will
be more careful another time.” He happened to be awake!
Mr. Emerson might well say that this was a man of stone
and iron,

Dut in truth, in these campaigns, he showed himself
armed at all points. He could manage the Directory just
as well as the Austrians, Barras had recommended him
for Vendemiare, as a man who would not stand upon cere-
mony; and now he found it was perhaps too true. The
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Directory, professing unbounded admiration, would have
divided the Italian army, giving part to Napoleon, part to
Kellermann; thus, in all calculable certainty, ruining Na-
poleon, subverting his conquests, and bringing an Austrian
army upon France through the Sardinian Passes. He saw
through their design and defeated it in an instant, by simply
throwing up his command, and compelling them, afraid of
public opinion, to reinstate him. For every emergency, he
bhad its own requirement. At Lodi, a furious. charge, a
display of dauntless valor, was necessary. So he seized a
standard and rushed into the tempest of grape. At Arcola,
the battle was won by a sudden thought, a clever trick,
which could, however, have occurred only to a mind abso-
lutely imperturbable and perfectly clear. At Tagliamento,
he conquered by a stratagem which reminds one very much
of the ancient generals. In the thinking and the acting
part of his profession, he was equally at home. You may
say of him, that never did any one more notably diminish
the interval between the tardiness of thought and the swift-
ness of action. As he himself said in after years, his head
and his hand were in immediate connection.

Such was the Napoleon whom we might have discerned
at the conferences of Formio, in October, 1797. Ere
that time he had observably altered his demeanor with
friends and dependants. IIe appreciated, with his usual
clear, cold accuracy, his position; he was the head of a
triumphant army, the unbounded favorite of the French
people, now fairly kindled into a passion for military glory,
and the subject of so fecble a government as the Directory.
He said afterwards that his ambition was strong but of a
cold nature : it would have been more strictly correct to say
that it was of a practical nature, that it never passed the
limits of the possible, that, like every other quality and dnse-



196 NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.

acteristic of his mind, it was of a sternly realistic nature.
It admits of no doubt that schemes of empire were already
beginning to dawn upon him.

It must be added that, at the date of the treaty of Campo
Formio, another aspect of Napoleon’s character had become
manifest. In his dealings with the Lombard peasantry
and with the Grand Duke of Tuscany, he had shown him-
sclf thoroughly unscrupulous in the means he used to effect
his ends. IIe crushed the Lombard insurrection with cruel
severity, showing an utter disregard to the effusion of blood.
«Itis the nature,” he said, “of the giant to squeeze.” It
is doubtless a general characteristic of strong and rugged
minds to allow the end a large power of justifying the
means, especially if they have been accustomed to carnage
as the instrument of their purposes. Cromwell’s mind
scems to have been originally by no means rugged, but
rather kindly and affectionate; yet his words about the
«knocking on the head ” at Drogheda make one feel some-
what chill. At all events, Napoleon had now shown that
there might easily be a stronger necessity with him than
the necessity of sparing a brother’s life.

In the beginning of 1798, we find him again in Paris.
He knew himself to be the most popular man in France,
but made a show of retiring into a private station. He
lost no opportunity, however, of ingratiating himself with
the people, and observed carefully the weakness of govern-
ment. But he discerned that his day of opportunity had
not yet arrived. e in vain attempted to gain peaceably
a seat in the government, and, as his Italian army was no
longer around him, he had no sword in hand to cut his way
to one. With that ambition of a cold nature, he could
bide his time.

Having been appointed to-the command of the army
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destined for the invasion of England, and discovering that
such an invasion was then at least impracticable, he pro-
cured the assent of the Directory to a descent upon Egypt.
He sailed in May, 1798. -

There are but two circumstances demanding notice in
connection with the Egyptian campaign.

The first is the new and striking instance it afforded of
Napoleon’s personal endurance. In the burning heat of
an Egyptian July, the army set out from Alexandria, to
march along the Nile and bring the Mamelukes to an en-
gagement. The enemy had cleared the country of every
living and every green thing. The sand threw up its burn-
ing glare, as if in concert with the flaming sun above. The
air swarmed with noxious insects. There was little water,
and that nauseous. In one word, all those torments and
agonies pressed upon the French hosts, with the descrip-
tion of which we have now become so familiar. The sol-
diers became mutinous in their torture; the fiery spirits of
Murat and Lannes were driven almost to madness; they
trod their tri-colors in the dust. But Napoleon suffered
nothing. He would not even sleep in the middle of the
day. He “wore his uniform buttoned up as at Paris;
never showed one bead of sweat on his brow ; nor thought
of repose except to lie down in his cloak the last at night,
and start up first in the morning.” Really the forty cen-
turies that looked down upon him from the pyramids had
seldom seen so remarkable a being.

The second circumstance in this Egyptian campaign
which secems deserving of special observation is the insti-
tution, on the part of Napoleon, of a series of improvements
in the condition of Egypt, of which the beneficial effects
have not ceased in our own day. This, for the first time,

brings into prominent view a phase of Napoleon’s chaxasies
17+
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not suggested by his warlike exploits. The power of des-
truction was but half his capacity; nor would it seem to
have been that part whichhe mosthighly prized ormost will-
ingly indulged. IIe too, with the right instinct of an
imperial mind, loved to see the world grow greener round
him. The savans whom he had taken with him to Egypt,
cxamined, in obedience to his orders, the “long-smothered
traces of many an ancient device for improving the agri-
culture of the country. Canals that had been shut up for
centuries were re-opened: the waters of the Nile flowed
once more where they had been guided by the skill of the
Pharaohs or the Ptolemies. Cultivation was extended;
property sccured; and” adds our authority, “it cannot be
doubted that the signal improvements since introduced in
Egypt, are attributable mainly to the wise example of the
French administration.”

But, on the whole, the Egyptian expedition did not turn
out precisely in accordance with the expectations of Napo-
leon. His progress eastward was arrested at Acre. The
dreams of oriental dominion, which, for a brief space, had
fascinated or amused his imagination, faded away forever.
He became aware that, in his absence, great events, disas-
trous to France, but which might prove propitious to his
ambition, had taken place in Europe. He quitted Egypt
without apprizing his soldiers of his departure; and in
October, 1799, was once more in Paris.

The incompetence and corruption of the Directory had
cre now disgusted all parties, and the reverses which had
been sustained by the French arms, in Holland, Belgium,
and Italy, had prepared the people of Paris to welcome
back the victorious young general. Ie brought with him
tidings of the victory of Aboukir; carncst that the old
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assemble by a body of soldiers umder Murat; by this act
alone putting the character of the following proceedings
beyond doubt. It is painful to trace what followed. One
hurries over it as a scene of despicable mock-tragedy, scan--
dalous to all parties. The Council of Ancients proved
subservient. The Council of Five Hundred assumed a
different tone and attitude; the hall echoed with heroic,
death-defiant eloquence; a patriotic oath was sworn, even
Lucien the President, though Napoleon’s brother, being
compelled totake part in it. The legislators of France
were to die at gheir posts. The presence of Napoleon in
the hall served only to endanger his own life, and to raise
to height of still nobler temper the loquacious heroes.
Then entered grenadiers, with ruthless look, and naked,
level bayonets: and the legislators of France, the patriotic
oath still hot on their lips, scampered off by door and
window! Iad Louis the sixteenth, on the 23d of June,
1789, sent a similar force of grenadiers, say under Captajn
D’Agoust, into the Hall of the Third Estate, would the
result have been this ?

It was now decreed, by such remnant of the French
legislature as gave itself wholly to the purposes of Napo-
leon, that the two councils should be adjourned until Feb-
ruary, and that the government should be lodged provis-
ionally in the hands of threc consuls, of whom the first
was Napoleon. Sieyes coming, with Ducos his brother
consul, next day, to transact business, and thinking, sure
enough, Napoleon would consent to remain tBe mere mili-
tary man, leaving civil and diplomatic affairs to be regulated
by his own incomparable capacity, discovered that he was
mistaken. “Bonaparte,” he said in the evening, “can do,
and will do, everything himself” The Abbé and his’col-
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and Italian excitability, it was in the recklessness with
which he rushed into fire, as at Lodi, or confronted perilous
risks, as in crossing and re-crossing the Mediterranean with
a Nclson on his track. And the Italian campaign of 1800,
with its passage of the Alps and victory of Marengo, could
have been ventured upon only by a man whose mind rested
on a basis of utter soldierly fearlessness. The prize for
which he played was indeed splendid ; but the alternative
of success was absolute, instant, irretrievable ruin: yet his
hand never shook, his eye never once filmed or quivered,
as he staked all on one dread throw. It may indeed be
fairly questioned whether, in this campaign, Napoleon’s
daring did not approach the character of foolhardiness ;
whether it can perfectly vindicate its claim to the character
of that high valor, whose seeming recklessness advances
steadily under the shield of foresight, whose most startling
swiftness is but the laggard step of material energy follow-
ing the geomectry of mind. In the case of any other
man save Napoleon, the assertion could be made without
hesitation that it did. But much could be risked by an
intellect so vigilant, a readiness and presence of mind so
reliable, and a resolution so inflexible, as Napoleon’s. «I
think this is a battle lost,” said Dessaix, coming up on the
evening of Marengo and seeing the French columns all
broken and retreating. “I think it is a battle won,” an-
swered Napoleon; and in an hour he had added to the
roll of his fame one of the most brilliant victories he cver
gained. A man who could thus depend on himself in ex-
ecution could be very daring in conception. ®Be this as it
may, the battle was won; the French conquests in Italy were
almost entirely restored; and Napolcon returned to Paris,
dearer than ever to the French army, the boast and darling
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every department of the administration acquired a firmness
of tone altogether new. It was not the formalized rigidness
of the old regimé, nor was it the fierce tension of the Ter-
rorist rule: the one was the regularity of decrepitude, the
other the overstrung activity of fever: here method and
energy were combined. It is curious that he, whose career,
contemplated in a general way, has so brilliant, sudden,
meteoric an aspect, should have been called, and called
truly, the most methodic of mankind. It is not impossible
that Soult, Massena, or Morean, would have defended
France from external enemies nearly as effectually as Napo-
leon. But as every one of his marshals fell even here
behind the great leader, so, in all the qualities which belong
to the sovereign as distinguished from the soldier, he was
incomparably superior to them all. To develop the mate-
rial resources of the country; to extend mental cultivation
and encourage mental activity, to the utmost limit copsis-
tent with the security of despotism; to adorn France with
great works; to preserve national morality and love of
order, so far at least as was essential to national stability;
and to provide a uniform and equitable system of laws for
the nation: —such were the objects he set before him.
And ‘he worked in the closet as he worked in the field.
Every department of the administration was under his eye.
No technical details could repel him; nay every sort of
practical endeavor, every science, every economic and in-
dustrial art, enlisted his ardent sympathy. In every depart-
ment his suggestions were valuable: he seems to have
been as much at home with the jurists engaged on the
Code Napoleon, as in directing the organization of the
forces.

It is affecting to observe how this noblest aspect of the
character of Napoleon, his profound and comprehensive
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the race, that parchments, laws, constitutions, are the ulti-
mate fruits of political civilization. To discover the prin-
ciples of such, to construct and establish them, is the work
of genius; they are effective precisely in proportion as they
are put in operation by ability and energy: but it is an
error, precisely co-ordinate with the error of misconceiving
the corresponding functions of genius, to represent them
as in themselves of no value. And inho case does the
mind of Napoleon exhibit a greatness so truly and calmly
imperial, a8 in the earnest endeavor to give perpetuity to
what otherwise would have“been fleeting; to leave its
stamp on the institutions of the nation; to breathe its
ethereal spirit into the framework of system. Genius is
the vital sap pouring from the root and stem; it is the glory
of civilization to conduct and disseminate it through a
thousand branches, twigs, and leaves, that fair fruits may
ripen season after season, and that common hands may
pluck them. Genius is the electric fire of heaven, myste-
rious, inscrutable ; institutions, laws, formulas, systems, are
the terrestrial wires, along which it may penetrate to every
town and village, bearing the words of ordinary mortals.
By overlooking this two-fold fact, by exaggerating either
of its sides, you throw all human history into confusion.
Look only to the regulation, and you become the apologist
of solecisms, the admirer of mechanism, the defender of
form without spirit, the believer in men that are mummies
and in armor that is rust. Look only to the force, and your
philosophy becomes one not of man but of men. Youlearn
to palliate that sin against the human race by which in all
ages national freedom has been crushed under individual
strength. You sympathize with expulsions of parliaments
and Reignsof Terror. You formalize your fatal, your blast-
ing error, and proclaim it as a truth, under the name of
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tion. Ile placed his crown on a gloomy brow, where
thought and care rather than exultation learned to rest;
and his seat on the throne of France was not what you
would call an easy one. There is a pathos in these words,
made use of to O'Meara in St. Helena:— “The happiest
days of my life were from sixteen to twenty, during the
semestres, when I used to go about, as I have told you I
should wish to do, from one restaurateur to another, living
moderately, and having a lodging, for which I paid three
louis a month. They were the happiest days of my life.
I was always so much occupied, that I may say I never
was truly happy upon the throne.” Thus he worked, and
made all work who owned his authority. The government
in every part was a model of industry and energy. The
foreign encmies of France trembled before a power, at
once fiery in its intensity and perfect in its organization.
The subjects of the empire found themselves stimulated,
in whatever direction their capacities lay, by the prospect
of civic honor. The private soldier, the marshal, the man
of art, of science, of industry — every one could gain a
place in the legion of honor, if only his excellence in his
department were pre-eminent. The treasures of science
and the monuments of art enriched and adorned the empire,
‘Well might Frenchmen regard with pride, and the world
contemplate with awe and wonder, this consistent and
stable structure. From amid the volcanic heavings of the
Revolution, it had risen in its strength and massiveness,
like a granitc mountain, buttressed about with rocks, re-
pressing into submission and silence the fires on which it
was based, and beating back proudly the tempests by which
it wa¢ surrounded.

But there is a negative side to all this, which must be
fairly*brought into view, before the distinctive feature of the
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look with more searching scrutiny into the character of
its founder.

It has been exceedingly common, of late years, to speak
of the intellectual and moral nature as identical, to confound
intellect, feeling, and conscience in one unity of power.
But it is not advisable to reject truth, solely because it is
very certain; to rush to paradox, merely because men in
general acknowledge plain fact. So manifest is it that
conscience, reason, and emotion are not synonymous, — 8o
explicit is the testimony to the posgibility of a disturbed
balance among these, borne by the Jugurthas, the Syllas,
the Borgias, of history — that one cannot but suspect,
when their necessarily proportionate soundness and devel-
opment are insisted on, that the asserter has permitted
himself to be deceived by some process of more or less
subtle logical legerdemain. It is certain that an infraction
of any moral law can be brought out as a negative quantity
by the calculation of reason; every crime, be it granted, is
a mistake. But this does not justify the assertion, that a
powerful intellectual capacity is inconsistent with infraction
of the moral law. Mistake may be unconsciously committed
under the form of crime, when, were it known or thought
of as mistake, it would have becen avoided. The whole
meaning and point of the common distinction is, that moral
defect or delinquency prevents the reason from coming
into free and perfect action: that selfishness clogs it, and
lets it not gain that high, pure pinnacle, whence it could
have swept a sufficiently wide horizon ; that impotence of
conscience seals its eye, and permits it not to see the chari-
ots of fire, the horsemen, and the spcarmen, the unsuspected,
unnoticed difficultics and dangers, with which seemingly
innoxious crime is filling the air around it. No refining
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him. Ile did not commit himself very trustfully to fate,
in that early campaign, which lasted seven 3ays, in which
he flew along the ridges of the Tyrol and the banks of the
Italian rivers like fire glittering and darting among the
clouds, and during which he destroyed forty thousand
Austrians without taking off his boots! Fate seemed to
have agreed with Dessaix that Marengo was a battle lost;
but Napoleon took the liberty to believe that it was a
battle won. If he did not use many precautions to secure
his person against assassination, it was not, however he
might assert it, because of any confidence in the disposi-
tions of fate: it was simply because he considered the
omission of such precautions as safe as their observance.
In St. Ilelena, he put off the doctors, having no confidence
in medicine, with reference to fate: but he was careful that
the state of his stomach should be communicated to his
son. Had fate forgotten 2ém# Napoleon did not whimper,
or betray a weak surprise, when overtaken by disaster;
but that had far more to do with trust in himself, and gen-
eral strength of character, than with trust in fate. His
belief in the existence of God may mean more or less. It
probably comes to little more than an attestation to the
fandamental human instinct that the First Cause of the
Universe is mind. In any view it cannot be alleged in his
commendation. Belief in a God without either trembling
or worshipping, is a reasonable condition for no finite being.
“There are so many different religions or modifications
of them,” remarked Napoleon, seemingly in a light and
careless mood, in St. Helena, “that it is difficult to know
which to choose. If one religion had existed from the
beginning of the world, I should think that to be the true
one.” Not in that way was the bridge of Lodi passed:
not in that way was the sword of Austerlitz or of Jena
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is the man who advances the standard of the race; and
this is well enough recognized; only in the case of religion
are men apt to accept the skeptical generalization at a glance.
Napoleon did not think it worth his while to look : and so
it was not given him to catch sight of that one religion,
which does, like a thread of celestial, imperishable gold,
lic along the whole vista of human history.

Levity, however, in passing by this great enquiry, though
beyond question indicative of a mind in which the author-
ity of conscience was not duly acknowledged, is not the
crime with which it is intended chiefly to charge Napoleon.
It isin another application that use is made of the word
blasphemy. He was the first potentate who, deliberately
disbelieving the Christian religion, yet deliberately took
it and made it a stool on which, while seated on his throne,
to set his foot. For state purposes, he deliberately and
with perfect heedfulness, put into the hand of Christ a
sceptre which was but a reed, and set on Him a royal robe
recognized as a mockery. Hitherto the Christian religion
had not been used as a Cagliostro might use a spectral illu-
sion, or a mystery of sulphur and saltpetre, purely as a
sham, entirely for effect. The door of the apartment in
which Napoleon worked would be thrown open of a Sunday
for a few minutes, while in a farther room, a mass was
being said or sung. Next morning, all the papers had it that
the emperor had attended divine service. It was an insult
to God and man: a lie to earth, a lic to heaven. The
practically atheistic character has adhered to the Bonapart-
ist dynasty. That prayer, offered up on occasion of the
baptism of the present imperial prince, in which Louis
Napoleon and Eugenie, representing magnanimity and char-
ity, were recommended to God as furnishing the model of
a perfect character for the scion of the race, was a marvel-
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Napoleon, keeping specially in view the region presided
over by conscience. But the emotidonal nature is capable
of distinction, from the province of conscience on the one
hand, and from that of pure intellect on the other. To
know, to worship, to love; reason, conscience, charity: these
may be said to exhaust the capacities and qualities of man;
the will being looked upon as the generalissimo which mar-
shals all the powers of the mind, and brings them out to
battle. Napoleon lacked the right imperial mantle, charity.

This is clearly exhibited in the mode in which he ex-
tended his conquests over Europe; specially in the way in
which he treated prostrate antagonists and nations. So
early even as in his Italian campaigns, he had exhibited a
dark and perilous implacability in his dealings with Venice.
To offend or insult him was, during his whole career, to
incur destruction. His wrath might tarry, but that was
only because he had a consciousness that it could not cool.
His conduct to the Duke of Brunswick and the kingdom
of Prussia was that of a nature too stern, cold, unloving.
His breast was not wide enough or warm enough for a
nobly philanthropic scheme of empire: you would say he
rather loved to see the victim writhing under his heel. It
may be argued that it was beyond his power really to do
anything for Poland: but at all events, faithfully as the
Poles served him, no quickening warmth fell over Poland
from the cold glimmering of that solitary star.

The bareness of Napoleon’s nature, his steelly indiffer-
ence to the melting touches of human sympathy, is sug-
gested, in a very painful and melancholy manner, by several
of his conversations in St. Helena. His declarations that
he had loved no one may go for little; perhaps they tell
on the other side. But it is appalling to mark how all
interest and importance seem to him to concentrate in
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mental morality had brought out, in fullest manifestation,
their dire brood, lust and lies. It is doubtful whether, in
any age of paganism, Napoleon would not have met with
more to exalt him above self and the present, and to inform
him that the world of sight is not, as those vain babblers,
singularly satirizing themselves, used to call it, the universe.
Everything he saw in public life, except the mere valor of
his soldiers in the field, combined to impress him with a
contempt for human nature. Traitors, hypocrites, embez-
zlers, liars, scoundrels —such were the men by whom he
knew himself to be surrounded, and whom he yoked to
his car of empire with about as much respect as he ‘would
have felt for a team of wolves. Barras, by whom he rose,
he knew to be utterly dishonest, a coward, a thief; Fouchd
was, in his own words, “a miscreant of all colors;” from
Talleyrand and Sieyes down to Barrere, there was n8 man,
or hardly one, whom he could esteem. With the whole
spiritual universe representing itself to him as a doubt, a
triviality, a matter to be laughed at or sniffed lightly aside,
and with the world of man awakening only his contempt,
was it so much to be wondered at that his nature cased
itself in ice, that he became the friendless, unloving being,
who saw in men only his tools, and for whom there was
mo God but his star? ’

The most cursory glance at the leading events which
preceded and accompanied the fall of Napoleon, will show
that it was this incompleteness, this bareness of strength,
this self-worship, which was the radical cause of his ruin.
But it must not be forgotten that his rule brought with it
benefits. It did so, not merely to France but to Europe.
Capacity is always of a value, of a beneficence, which may
be pronounced incalculable. The man of power has an
instinctive pleasure in doing work well and seeing it well
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done; apart from obstructing influences, it is natural for
intellect to produce thoroughness and excellence, as it is
natural for the stream to bear the barge, or the wind to
purify the atmosphere ; and in spite of opposing selfishness
both the instinct and the fact were illustrated in the history
of Napoleon. It is a circumstance, not to be too profoundly
pondered, that France was in a more discontented, turbu-
lent, poverty-stricken, every way miserable condition, under
the innocent Louis X VI, than under Napoleon. And but
a few months since, Count Cavour informed Europe, that
the Italian provinces of Napoleon had, under his rule, en-
joyed an equality of law, and a general prosperity, such as
they have not enjoyed under Austria. There may be an
infinite remove between the best despotism and a low spe-
cies of freedom; but the despotism of imbecility is the
most woeful calamity that can fall upon the human race.
Colossal intellectual power, unaided by love; unguarded by
virtue, was the essential characteristic both of Napoleon
and his empire; it was not good, yet not the worst.

The coronation took place in the close of 1804, The
power and glory of Bonaparte had not, however, culmi-
nated. His ambition was only awakening.

In 1805, after overthrowing Mack, at Ulm, he advanced
towards the north with the armies of Austria in flight before
him. Vienna opened het gates. Massena drove the Arch-
duke Charles from Italy. In the month of November,
Napoleon was drawing towards Austerlitz, where the em-
perors of Austria and Russia, with their combined army,
dared at last toawaithim. The story of the wily Cartha-
ginian, opposing the invisible might of his genius, to the
vast material power, and blundering courage of the Roman,
and luring him on to the tremendous catastrophe of Canns,
must occur to one who marks Napoleon, leading on the
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emperors towards the fearful snare of Austerlitz. And
is it not the Napoleon of Italy we see, as that figure passes
on horscback along the lines at midnight, to see that all is
ready for the morning, an hour’s sleep by a watch-fire hav-
ing first refreshed the imperial soldier?

The victory of Austerlitz laid Austria prostrate before
Napoleon; and when he returned to France, vassal thrones,
filled by the Napoleon kindred, had begun to twinkle here
and there over Europe.

The year 1806 saw another nation overcome. It was
against Prussia that the flight of the irresistible eagles was
this time directed. Bewildering the Prussian king and his
generals, by the novelty and rashness of his combinations, by
the breathless speed of his assaults, Napoleon brought the
force of the kingdom finally to bay at Jena; and shattered it
to fragments. Here again, we have a glimpse of the incom-
parable, indomitable worker, whose brain neither victory
nor ambition seemed able to heat. His heavy train had not
arrived, and the battle was to take .place next morning.
But the eye of Napoleon, secing what it brought with it
the power of seeing, fell upon a rocky plateau, on which
no one had ever thought of placing guns, but on which
even a few would have an extraordinary effect. He became
in a moment the artillery officer of Toulon. He set his
men to cut a road for the guns through the rocks, encour-
aged them by the offer of large sums of gold for every
piece brought into position, and spent the whole night
among them superintending the work. The victory of
Jena was the reward. This “child of fortune” was of that
petulant, overbearing kind, which force the fickle mother
to take them in her arms.

Two circumstances of evil omen have to be noticed at
this point.
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The first is that display of imperiousness, insolence, and
cruelty, exhibited towards the royal family and the people
of Prussia, as well as every one who dared to counteract
his projects, which at this time instilled into the breast of
the German race that exasperation, that rage, that sense of
injustice and insult, with which it came fixedly to regard
Napoleon, and which, .bursting at length into flame, proved
unquenchable.

The second is the promulgation of the Berlin decrees,
which took place during his short residence at Berlin in
1806, and corresponded with that of the decrees of Milan.
These famous edicts instituted the continental system of
Napoleon, one of his darling schemes, and illustrating, even
though based in an erroncous idea, the decision and com-
prehensiveness of that extraordinary mind. With that
piercing sagacity which distinguished him, he had seen into
the fact, that the only European power which presented to
him a front really and wholly unassailable, was Great Brit-
ain. By one of those magnificent strokes in which the
drama of nature surpasses, in boldness of contrast and
gorgeousness of decoration, the drama of fiction, Napoleon
was made aware almost at the same moment, of the vic-
tory of Austerlitz and the defeat of Trafalg;a\r. It was as
if the sun had risen full and bright, touching his diadem
with brighter gold ; and on the instant, from the opposite
quarter of the heavens, the levin brand had leapt out, and
scorched half his crown into blackness. He perceived that
England could not be attacked by sea. The only hope
was to attack her by land. And the mode in which he
concluded this was to be donc was determined by his con-
ception of the cause of British greatness.

He imagined the power and wealth of Britain to depend

wholly on the sea; that she resembled Tyre, Carthage,
19*
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Venice, and the other maritime powers. This was a mis-
take. Tyre, Carthage, and Venice became great through
mercantile talent and advantage of situation. They pos-
sessed, within themselves, no other natural centres of wealth
and population. Their position, therefore, was precarious.
But Great Britain is by nature a rich country, and would
remain thickly peopled though the rest of the world were
ocean or desert. It possesses within it more rich and
varied sources of natural wealth, more numerous centres
of population, than perhaps any equal space on the face of
the earth. A fruitful soil, iron, coal, wood: these make
her independent of other lands. She strikes her huge tap-
roots among the iron and coal, far beneath the surface of
the sea. Of this Napoleon had no idea. He believed that
if he ruined her commerce, he ruined herself. And how
did he propose to ruin her commerce? By a method which
might certainly have checked a portion of her export trade;
but which flung back civilization itself on the continent of
Europe; and inflicted mtolerable hardship on the European
nations. He proposed to close every continental market
against British produce. In order to weaken the mercan-
tile navy of Great Britain, and produce some clamors among
her people, for no more than this could he effect, he de-
manded the sacrifice of nearly the whole commercial navies
of the continent, and brought upon the populations of the
several countries extreme distress. It seems never to have
dawned upon him that there is in trade a precise equation,
a geometrical balance, which it is absurd even in imagina.
tion to suppose. unequal. Whiy does nation trade with
nation? Because eack is advantaged. Buyer and seller
are, and must be, convertible terms. The buyer wants,and
comes where he can find; the seller has,and sells; by de-
grees the seller brings the goods which are wanted to the
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complete, when Wellington appeared with untrammelled
powers, on the scene. It was with great difficulty that the
latter managed to work his way to free and resolute action,
through the terror of military superiors, overawed, seem-
ingly, like all Europe, by the fame of the French troops,
and through the apprehensions of London aldermen, who
thought this fiery and reckless young general was going to
ruin everything., As soon as it became evident that Brit-
ain too possessed one of the select warriors of human his-
tory, the Spanish ulcer became indeed a serious matter.
But this was hidden in the future. Meanwhile one thing
only was evident; — that the treachery and usurpation of
Napoleon’s dealings with Spain were an infraction of the
eternal laws of conscience and of mercy, a deliberate and
stupendous sin. He did not see how this should work his
woe; he did not perceive that he was sowing the wind;
intcllect was wide awake; but there came no word from
conscience to hint that this was baleful seed: it was sown;
and the unexpected whirlwind came.

The affairs of Spain seeming in a prosperous condition,
Napoleon turned again northwards. In the spring of 1809,
Austria declared war. The campaign which followed was
attended with the same success as had marked all Napo-
leon’s wars with the house of Hapsburg. Never did the
genius of the great soldier shine forth more conspicuously.
‘War was declared on the sixth of April. Napoleon’s
armies were comparatively few, and lying dangerously
apart. But as if at the waving of a magician’s wand,
they came together, and bore down upon the enemy. On
the twentieth of the month, there was one defeat; on the
twenty-first, another; on the twenty-second, the army of
the Archduke Charles, 100,000 strong, was utterly broken
and routed. This was the victory of Eckmiihl. The con-
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yond the shafts of fortune, on the last glittering peak of
human attainment. This wasin 1810. Fifteen years before,
he had been the unnoticed artillery officer, his idea of hap-
piness, a decent house in Paris and a cabriolet, with only
here and there a piercing eye to discern that under the
soiled uniform there lurked one of the immortals.

But his fall was sudden, headlong, irretrievable.

Napoleon had begun himself to be the prey of that fierce
passion, that intense steady-burning ambition, which had
already made so fair a portion of the world its prey. He
had not hitherto found empire the pledge of happiness.
As his ambition strengthened, his brow had darkened and
his eye filled with a more stern and anxious earnestness.
He was not now that Napoleon who had addressed the -
army of Italy, his eye clear and bright, hope and victory
on his crest. Ambition and empire had marked themselves
on his brow in lines of care. It seems one of nature’s
grand appointments, that all wild, distempered things take
a garment of gloom, of sadness; that peace, health, and
beauty dwell together. The light announces its presence
in a smile diffused over tne whole face of nature: but the
samiel wraps itself in the purple mist of the desert: and
it is in the lurid cloud that the electric spark lies hid. Na-
poleon’s ambition had passed all healthy stages; at each
draught of the maddening chalice, his thirst had become
greater; and now, beneath his imperial diadem, his eye
cast a troubled and ominous glare. It seems probable that,
at this time, the thought of universal dominion actually
had hold upon his mind. At all events, there was still one
thorn which pierced him to the heart. Britain still defied
him. One power remained which had never trembled at
his name or done him the least obeisance. The bitterness
of the pang which this knowledge occasioned was rendered
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more intense by a slight but galling mixture of apprehen-
sion. He could not feel his very throne secure, until this
enemy, of boundless wealth, of indomitable pertinacity,
and whose supreme maritime dominion made it impossible
for him with all his power to do so much as throw ten thou-
sand men from Italy to Sicily, was effectually humbled. In
one last continental struggle, he would overwhelm Russia,
and then, having crippled Great Britain by the operation
of the Berlin and Milan decrees, he would bring all the
fleets and armies of Europe, to annihilate, at one fell swoop,
the power and independence of the contumacious Island.

Russia was ready for war. The Austrian match had
damped the cordiality which had long subsisted between
- the Czar and the Emperor. The continental system was
becoming intolerable. The gradual confirmation and ex-
tension of the power of Napoleon on the Polish territory
was looked upon with apprehension. Enough: the Czar
was prepared for hostilities. In the summer of 1812, Na-
poleon concentrated his armies for the great Russian expe-
dition.

Much has been said, and perhaps somewhat vaguely, on
the subject of the Russian campaign, and the particular
error committed by Napoleon in engaging in it or carrying*
it on. He trusted presumptuously in fate; he entered into
conflict with the elements; and so on. Not at all. He
looked as cautiously after the helping of fate now, as he
had done at Friedland, or Eckmiihl. «I was,” he said to
O’Meara in St. Helena, “a few days too late—1I had made
a calculation of the weather for fifty years before, and the
extreme cold had never commenced until about the 20th
of December, twenty days later than it began this time.”
That man left nothing to fate. His intellect was still clear.
This early setting in of the cold was the first great cause, in
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his own belief, of the failure of the Russian attempt; the
second was the burning of Moscow. Human prescience
" could have anticipated neither.

The truth is, Napoleon committed one great error in
this Russian expedition, and, so far as appears, but one.
IIe did not preserve his rear; he did not secure his retreat.
If you look closely into his former campaigns, you find,
with the exception, perhaps, of Marengo, no battle which
does not exhibit the most cautious circumspection in secur-
ing a retreat. He fell back instantly, though seemingly
on the way to victory, if, as at Aspern, his communica-
tions in the rear were broken. He always made it a
grand object to cut off the retreat of his antagonist; once
he had his enemy in a position where defeat was ruin, he
attacked with confidence as one sure of an outwitted prey.
In St. Helena, he charged the Duke of Wellington with
defective generalship at Waterloo, because, as he alleged,
the allied army had no means of retreat. But now his
own retreat was insecure: defeat was destruction. He
passed across Europe towards the north, accompanied not
by the blessings and good wishes, but by the suppressed
indignation and muttered curses, of its peoples. Fear and
‘amazement guarded his throne, not love and seemly rever-
ence. No human being is strong enough to despise these.
Men now watched him with eyes of menace, and with right
hands on the hilt. Disaffection had spread deep and far.
His imperiousness, his insolent haughtiness, had turned
against him even Bernadotte to whom he had given his
baton, even Lucien who had served him so well, even the
vassal kings on whom he conferred a humiliating grandeur.
France was becoming weary and sick at heart; even glory
became cold in its glittering, when there seemed to be no
end of war, and when it might almost be said that in every
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melancholy triumph : what could be more sublime poetry
than that? Itis simple fact. Then, how grandly is the
darkness broken, as those flames touch all the clouds with
angry crimson, and a great people, thrilling with a heroic
emotion, lays in ashes its ancient cities rather than yield
them up to an invader. Worthy flowers to be cast by a
nation in the way of that emperor! ¢«It was the specta-
cle,” said Napoleon in St. Helena, alluding to the confla-
gration of Moscow, «It was the spectacle of a sea and bil-
lows of fire, a sky and clouds of flame ; mountains of red
rolling flames, like immense waves of the sea, alternately
bursting forth and elevating "themselves to skies of fire,
and then sinking into the ocean of flame below. O, it
was the most grand, the most sublime and the most terrific
sight the world ever beheld!” A sublime sight indeed ; it
were difficult to name one more sublime: unless it were
the sight of Aim describing it, a hopeless captive in that
lonely isle.

It is ncedless to linger on the closing scenes of the im-
perial drama. The events of the campaigns of 1813 and
1814 have been already fore-shadowed. Europe rose upon
Napoleon, like a bristling lion, gnashing its teeth in fury
and hatred. Men who had followed him in the field, or
had acted under his order, who had learned to guess, not
at any particular kind of tactics, but at the working of his
mind, were arrayed against him. Bernadotte and Morean
did more to vanquish him than all the generals of the coa-
lition. His combinations and designs were anticipated,
and only by combinations could he hope to contend against
those overwhelming odds. France beheld his disaster with
the indifference of exhaustion. It was a case in which no
conceivable power of intellect or resolution could have
availed him, Yet in his whole career there is no period in
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gies eating away their own case. One could weep for the
hero of Toulon and Lodi, the victor of Rivoli and Wagram,
the mightiest emperor since Charlemagne, bickering there
about names and shadows with Sir Hudson Lowe. But
sympathy must not degenerate into sentimentality ; a rea-
sonable compassion will buttress itself on the strength of
fact. Napoleon’s idea of empire was behind the age; not
Christian; outraging those instincts, which, even with Chris-
tianity abjured in name, cannot wholly leave the hearts of
once Christian nations. That old conception of Atlas, one
stupendous giant upholding the earth, was not the highest:
the world is sustained by the chains of gravitation, wrap-
ping it all around, and more invisible than the sunbeams.
The progress of humanity is from the pyramid; towards
the cottage.

Of the general result of the Napoleonic wars, and the
bearing of the first empire on the progress of civilization,
there is not much to be said. Regarding the course of
determined opposition taken, throughout, by Great Britain,
and at last adopted by the government, and far more nobly
by the people of Russia, a fair and deliberate investigation
leaves no room for two opinions. That men should court
platform effect, by ringing changes on the expenditure in-
curred by Great Britain in the restoration of the Bourbons,
that men, not desirous of producing any such effect, but
biassed by particular opinions, should yield assent to the
same view, this is conceivable and natural enough; but
that men professedly despising popular opinion, men of
piercing insight and accurate knowledge, should give in to
80 empty a common-place, should speak of Britain as strug-
gling, during those years, to suppress the French revolution,
or any “fact” of the kind, is truly wonderful. Britain
made peace with a revolutionary government: that is a
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French Revolution occasioned and the power of Napoleon
secured these things. Is not, nevertheless, the aspect of
European civilization, nay in some respects the aspect of
universal civilization, gloomy and discouraging? Despot-
isn, dark, strong, humiliating despotism, reigning on the
continent; the brain of Europe, its free intellectual and
moral power, smitten by that baleful enchantment, the arm
of Europe, its industrial energy, fettered and constrained :
Jesuitismn, following Despotism, shedding pestilence where
there already is night:—such is the literal spectacle
presented by the continent. Freedom is indeed still in
vigor, nay, in nascent vigor, in Britain and America. But
do these great peoples fully understand and accept their
mission? Do they unite to proclaim to mankind the bless-
ing and the glory of that liberty by which they are distin-
guished? Do their mutual intelligence, their sympathy,
their brave co-operation,gvoven together into one bow of
peace, striding from shore to shore of the Atlantic, write
in characters of power and beauty the vindication of free-
dom? The answer cannot be wholly affirmative.



VII
/~PLATO.

CasTING arapid glance over the generations of mankind,
in their path over the stage of time to the stillness of eter-
nity, we discern, for the most part, but a general, confused
company, marching steadily on, undistinguishable save in
the mass; as when we see a host in the distance, the indi-
viduals are lost in the general body, and we can discern
with distinctness only a few, the leaders and standard-
bearers of the army; round these, the various battalions
are ranged, and march under their banners. One of the
greatest of these standard-bearers we mean at present, for
a brief space, to contemplate.

The assertion that history and biography are one, we
must pronounce an error. That history is the condensation
or essence of countless biographies, we must also, whatever
Mr. Emerson says, declare erroneous. Biography treats of
the individual; history treats of the mass; and the laws
which govern each are diverse. This we can at present
stay neither to prove at length, nor to unfold in detail;
but remark that there is, in the oft-repeated observation
touching the identity of history and biography, such an
- approach to truth, as to account for, and render plausible,
the error. Biography and history are intimately, all but
* inextricably, intertwined. There can be no doubt that
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every great thought which has struck mew _life:intoythe
veins of universal man has been uttered by some? individ-
ual man; that, in the case of the unfolding of eveéry banner
round which the nations have clustered and marched, the
proud honor of having upreared it can Be ‘claimed by some
one among the sons of men. Biography in éach case asks,
© «What was it which the individual did?” History in each
case asks, “How was the mass of men affected by his
thought or action?” Individual great men are to history
representative ciphers, by which she denotes certain moving
powers of thought or action; national movements are to
biography certain great expressive hieroglyphics, by which
she calculates the force of her individual great men. If
philosophical precision is to be sought at all, they must be
kept distinct. Intimately connected truly they are; twin
sisters, looking on each other with the kindliest smile, both
feeding the lamp of knowledge, but pouring their pure oil
from different vessels. '

The task we propose to ourselves at present partakes
both of history and of biography: we desire approximately
to ascertain the distinctive characteristics of the man we
survey, and to trace his influence upon mankind ; to appre-
hend, in a gencral way, both the mass and momentum of
the force which first caused commotion in the stream of
time, and to trace the widening ripples it occasioned.

In the widest distinction, men may be divided into think-
ers and actors. Not that thought does not swiftly array
itself in armor, and grasp the weapons of action; and not
that action is ever effective without a viewless steam power
of thought, setting the mechanism in motion; but that the
two great classes of men — whom we represent, on the one
side, by the Platos, the ITomers, the Solons, the Shakspeares,
the Newtons; and, on the other, by the Alexanders, the
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honor to the Stagyrite, we can say that Plato was the centre
figure of Greek speculation, that he made all who went be-
fore his teachers, and that all who came after were, with more
br less of intelligence and originality, his pupils. And this
fact at once and directly leads us to our proper mode of
procedure on the present occasion; our task shapes itself
into the discussion of two questions, the one biographic,
the other historic. Respecting Plato himself we ask, What
were the distinguishing characteristics of his mind and of
his thought? Respecting the philosophy he represented
— the distinctive Platonic, as distinguished from the Aris-
totelian phase of Grecian philosophy — we ask, What was
the part it played in human history, and in what light are
we now to regard it as a prospective agency ?

Plato was born 430 B. c., in Agina, an island in the
Saronic Gulf, between Attica and Argolis; or in Athens,
for there is a diversity of opinion. His father’s name was
Ariston, his mother’s Perictione, and his own Aristocles.
He obtained a Greck education. This is saying much. It
implies that every faculty of the intellect, every emotion
of the heart, and every capacity of the physical frame, was
duly exercised. He excelled in gymnastics; he wrote poetry
in his youth, of which some fragments yet remain; and is
reported to have composed an epic, which he committed -
to the flames, on seeing its inferiority to the work of Homer.
He studied rhetoric and music.

But the light which was to rivet his eye unchangeably
had not yet dawned upon him. He was still a young man,
not above tweénty, when he heard Socrates; but his des-
tiny, both for himself and for mankind, was thereby and
at once fixed. He devoted himself to the search after
truth,

The effect of the teaching of Socrates upon the philos-
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the noble: as if his past lifc had been but a dream or a
May-game, he abandoned everything for philosophy, for
truth. Not that anything became excluded, but that every-
thing attained a new relation. The sun was set in his
system, a retinue of worlds might circle round it, but every
one that could not be bound and regulated by its influence
must fly away. .

For ten years Plato was the disciple of Socrates. At
the death of his master, whom he vainly endeavored to
save, he travelled into various lands, and investigated the
doctrines of many philosophers: he abode first for a time
in Megara, passed thence to Cyrene, thence to Egypt, and,
after accumulating what may in general terms be called the
whole knowledge of his time, returned to Greece. He
opened his school of philosophy in the iinmortal Academy.
He was then about forty years of age. He visited Syra-
cuse three times; on returning from the first visit, he was
sold for a slave, but bought by Annicus of Cyrene, and set
free: he died at the age of eighty-three, and continued
writing, it is said, to the very last.

On the subject of the travels of Plato, there has been
much exaggeration and misrepresentation: for our own
part, we cannot regard it as anywisc improbable that he
should push his researches in the east; and the remark of
Numenius the Pythagorecan, quoted by the writer on Plato
in the “Encyclopedia Britannica,” “ What is Plato but
Mosecs in Attic Greek? ” is certainly a strange one: but
we deem the subject of slight importance, since the great
fact is unquestioned, that Plato embraced in his own mind
all that previous or contemporary philosophers could afford
him.

And this unfolds to us one great aspect of the mind of
Plato, conveying an important lesson to all men of all ages,
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sage of Isracl, he saw that all around him was vanity, and
that men would pursue only vanity. He discerned clearly,
though it might be that he could not give definite expres-
sion to that under a sense of which he labored, the fallen
state of humanity, This will appear more obviously in the
sequel, but of the fact we are perfectly assured. That is a
most striking and suggestive passage in the “Republic,”
where he speaks of the sowing of virtue in an unkindly
soil, and the corruption, by malignant influences, of what
is best in human nature into what is worst: it seems to us
pointedly and mournfully applicable, as we may be permit-
ted with a slight anticipation to remark, to his whole philos-
ophy. It is not enough that truth be sown by the hand of
man or angel upon our bleak, ungenial world ; there is not
depth or richness of soil to nourish its roots, there is not
purity or balminess of atmosphere to bring gently out into
fulness of beauty its heavenly blossoms. The hand of
“some god ” must guard it. So Plato felt; so Christianity
says. Well enough to talk of the beauty of truth and the
resistless charm that dwells in her eye: truth is a light that
shines through a cloudy atmosphere, and the hand of God
must be stretched out from heaven to put the clouds aside,
ere men can fully or clearly sce it. Nay, even when they
sce it, their weak eyeballs, as Plato magnificently says in
his myth of the cave, cannot look upon it fixedly. In fact,
Plato saw the great struggle that goes on in the history
and heart of man: there is a sympathy and a profound one
for the true, the good, the beautiful, and so there is truth
in the assertion, that if men saw virtue, they would fall
down and worship it: but there are also other sympathies,
which supplement the former, and compel us to admit the
humiliating fact, that men cannot look upon pure truth or
pure virtue nndazzled. Plato discerned both facts and
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the unaided human intellect could do no more: a greater
than Plato was required to cast more light upon the sub-
Jject.

Plato was, in person, a strong man, but had a weak voice.
He was never married. He lived in a region above not
only the popular morality and mythology of the age, but
above the vast majority of men in all ages. With tremen-
dous”strength of will, he bent his mind to the continual
contemplation of truth. Below him rolled the turbid
streams of mundane passion and endeavor. As he dwelt
alone in that lofty and silent dwelling of thought,

¢« Far off he seem’d to hear the dully sound
Of human footsteps fall.”

In his youth, his bosom had been filled with human sym-
pathies, which had voiced themselves in passionate melody,
and, with all his remorseless dialectics, we believe his mind
to have been radically of the poetic type; but his eye
caught the gleam of truth, and, irresistibly fascinated by
the sight, he compelled his buoyant, exuberant genius to

¢ Braid his golden locks by Wisdom’s side,”

and walk submissively through life, as her humble servant.
All else he scorned with the true philosophic pride. Di-
onysius, who had caused him to be sold as a slave, trem-
bling for his miserable reputation, hoped Plato would not
speak ill of him ; Plato “had not leisure to think of Diony-
sius.” Yet sadness, as we said, descended on his brow;
for the state of man was melancholy, and he himself could
not but discern that philosophy could not scale the walls
of mystery which girdle humanity: gazing ever upward
with wistful eye, he still saw
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¢ The sacred morning spread,
The silent summit overhead,”

and felt, however indistinctly, that he was not

¢ Nearer to the light
Because the scale is infinite.”

He looked to death as the gate of entrance to the abode
of pure truth, and life was valuable only as it was used by
reason in unveiling the realities which lay shrouded under
phenomena.

The grand characteristics of Plato’s system of thought
can be discriminated with sufticient accuracy, and it is to
these we must restrict ourselves. We obtain insight into
the whole, by considering his idea of knowledge, and the
method by which that knowledge was to be attained.

The knowledge of sensation is varying, and not to be
relied onj; sensation gives us the many, and philosophers -
must secek the one; there is a “type of perfect in his
mind,” which man can find nowhere in visible nature; the
knowledge of sense is phenomenal, spectral, merely repre-
sentative; for true knowledge we must turn to reason: so
said Plato. Hence arose his world-famous theory of ideas.
These ideas were the original perfect types of things, ex-
isting, whether independent of God or not, in a region
superior to this world. Lewes, with a very happy and
" exquisite ingenuity, supposes the objective existence of
ideas to have been merely the exercise, in the province of
philosophy, of the strong tendency of the Greek mind to
project its conceptions into realities; that general terms
were formed by Plato, as by all other philosophers and
men, and that their independent existence was simply an
act of creative imagination. Be this as it may, the fact
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is certain, that Plato distinctly enunciates the separate .
existence of the ideal types of which things are copies;
and that this is the central point of his whole philosophy.
Knowledge, then, with Plato, meant the perception, in
whatever way, of ideas, of the perfect and unchanging
types which phenomena bodied forth. To use the words
of a very able writer on the subject, “Plato, like a writer
of our own time, regarded philosophy as an undressing of
the world, as the means of discovering the certainty and
the eternity, which are in this world hidden and wrapped
up in the garb of the mutable and the temporal.”

Such being the theory of knowledge entertained by
Plato, how was this knowledge to be attained? The ques-
tion at once introduces us to his doctrine of reminiscence.
The human soul, in a previous state of existence, visited
the region of ideas, and the whole object of philosophy is
to recall the images seen there. And how can this be done?
By reason, aided by sense, or, more strictly, acting upon
the information afforded by sense. The phenomena of
sense convey somewhat of truth, but, by their multiplicity,
diversity, and deviation from the original type, are apt to
mislead : sense must submit to reason; dialectic, the exer-
cise of thought by the scrutinizing philosopher, leads to
true knowledge. Plato excluded poets from his “Repub-
lic,” but we imagine he would have listened to the follow-
ing words of our great reflective poet: —

“ QOur birth is but « sleep and a forgetting:
The soul that rises with us, our life’s star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come,

From God who is our home?
21*
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The God of Plato is the universal architect of ideas: he
created first the types, and then the world as a copy of
them; or (for his opinion varies in various works) ideas
were created from all eternity, and independent of God,
who merely shaped the world after their model.

We must beware lest we fail utterly to discern the sub-
limity of this Platonic region of ideas, or the truth it does,
after all, embody. Plato saw that nothing was perfect here.
Justice never lifted up her voice among men without being
obstructed and half silenced by the discordant noises of
fraud, and vile cunning, and adverse circumstances. Men,
with half-idiotic listlessness, knew virtue to be fair, and
good, and heaven-born, and sunk into the harlot-arms of
vice. The visage of truth was dimmed by the mists of
carth, or, to use the image of Milton, her form was cut into
shreds, and the philosopher could only go scarching after
her members, and endeavor to arrange them into “an im-
mortal feature of loveliness and perfection.” Plato imag-
ined a land where all this was changed; where truth reigned
in undinmed splendor, surrounded by justice, and temper-
ance, and love, and all the celestial train. Thence he had
come when he arrived upon this world of semblance and
shadow ; thither, while sojourning here, he would stead-
fastly look, unheeding the joys or the afflictions of earth;
and thither, when death opened the eternal gates, would
he return. The truth in all this is the great truth on which
Christianity is founded. Thus did the grandest intellect
of antiquity, unconsciously to itself, look back to Eden,
and forward to Heaven.

‘We shall glance at one or two phases of Plato’s general
system.

We have heard much of Platonic love; and, meeting it
in the sentimental novel, one is tempted to unite with
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characterize his system. In that very singular and clever
medley, written by Mr. Emerson, and headed “ Plato,”
which contains about as comical a mixture of truth and
absurdity as was ever concocted by genius and eccentricity,
Plato is pronounced a man of balanced mind. He was a
man who could see two sides of a thing; he combined the
imagination of Asia with the precision of “result-loving,
machine-making Europe.” We have afterwards the rather
startling intimation contained in the folfowing sentence:
« As the poct, too, he is only contemplative.” And, glanc-
ing onwards, we mecet the following: “He did not, like
Pythagoras, break himself with an institution. All his
painting in the ¢Republic’ must be esteemed mythical,
with intent to bring out, sometimes in violent colors, his
thought.” We do not deny a poetic element in the mind
of Plato; his mind was probably of the Miltonic type, and
his great projection of the ideal world we have already
characterized in accordance with this theqry. But how
could a man be only contemplative, who is the fiercest,
most searching arguer and analyzer? Imagination, we
doubt not, exerted a very strong unconscious influence over
his system, but it was allowed to intrude for a moment only
2s the humble handmaid of truth; and even then, so to
speak, it had to take the disguise of dialectic. As to the
republic, we utterly repudiate the notion that it was myth-
ical: it was not, indeed, brought to the test of experiment,
but, if the voice of history is to be credited, that was simply
because Plato could not prevail upon the reigning powers
of Syracuse to permit the attempt. The whole tone of
the work in which his views are expounded, secms to us
absolutely demonstrative of the fact, that Plato was in stern
carnest, and would have risked his life for his scheme.
Taking this for granted, we remark, that, as to Plato being
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ITe cnters the senate-house; he attends the criminal and
civil court; he follows the host to the battle-field. He
studies man in the mass; the great national aggregations
into which humanity has been grouped; the minor move-
ments of united masses, bound together by some tie of
religious or political motive, as the Assassins, the orders of,
monkery and knighthood, the Jesuits; the influence of
churches and superstitions. He studies man most carefully
in the family; the tree of which the national forest is com-
posed, and the healthfulness of the whole determined. e
looks scrutinizingly at man as an individual; he asks how
individual and national motives act and re-act upon each
other; he weighs the force of patriotism against interest,
of private affection against public good. He regards every-
thing as already virtually determined for him; his grand
problem is to produce harmonious action among elements
already existing; he turns reverently to nature, as to the
manifested power of God, and says, Thou hast determined
—tell me how. Every passion in the human breast is
taken as a calculated force, not to be cxtinguished, but
partly to be regulated, and partly to be provided for or
against. And, when he has done all, he procceds with fear
and trembling, lest at any moment the forces which have
escaped his calculation awake, and blow up his fabric.
Plato has to construct a republic. He looks at once to
reason, and turns from phenomena to ideas. He asks,
What is the ideal of perfection in a man? He assumes
this to be the ideal of perfection in a state, and proceeds
to develop it accordingly. The grand distinction between
the two constructors becomes at the outset obvious. Bacon
took the initiative from nature: Plato takes the initiative
from reason, and endeavors to chain nature down on his
procrustean bed: but the giant will not be bound. Nature
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some treacherous Guy Fawkes, or summarily wrecking it
in blood. The Baconist reads nature, and is on the right
way, but has as yet, we suspect, been reading but the half
of man; for he must include the ideal in his scrutiny, or
make a fatal omission. The man who can and will unite
both, will renew the world: or, rather, let us plainly say,
that no man will unite both, but that Almighty God, in
the evolution of human history, will bring it about by what
means — almost certainly, indeed, human — are most in
accordance with his high will.

On the various subdivisions of Plato’s political state we
cannot enter. They corresponded to the capacities and
feelings of the human being. Philosophers, answering to
wisdom, ruled; the army, corresponding to courage and
the irascible propensity in man, defended the state; crafts-
men of various sorts, representing temperance, plied their
various avocations for the benefit of all; justice pervaded
all classes. The family relation was to be destroyed; all
" things were to be had in common.

Respecting the general tendency of Plato’s philosophy,
viewed morally, the testimony is uniform and unwavering.
Speaking of his works, Sir James Macintosh remarks:—
“The vein of thought which runs through them is always
vigible. The object is to inspire the love of truth, of wis-
dom, of beauty, especially of goodness, the highest beauty;
and of that supreme and eternal mind, which contains all
truth and wisdom, all beauty and goodness.” ¢ When,”
says Ritter, “we review all these doctrines of Plato, it is
impossible to deny that they are pervaded with a grand
and sublime view of life and the universe. This is the
noble thought which inspires him to say, ¢God is the con-
stant and immutable good ; the world is good in a state of
becoming, and the human soul that in and through which
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and we trust that, avoiding the first question, we may give
somewhat of a response to the second.

The whole course of ancient philosophical discussion, after’
the time of Plato, was, as we have said, directed by the
tremendous force of his impression. From Greek philoso-
phy arose Roman philosophy ; it was a faint echo, but that
echo was mainly of Platonism. Cicero was a great admirer
of Plato.

But a new and altogether singular power now arose in
the world. It was strangely allied and strangely opposed
to Platonism and all philosophy. It was strangely allied:
the conceptions which the gifted mind of Plato had but
dimly formed were brought forth in complete development
and unsulled radiance; whatever was true in his system,
was re-proclaimed “with authority.” It was strangely dis-
severed from Platonism: its essential idea, its starting-point,
its object, were different from those of philosophy. Men
were not to discover God, and then worship, if so be that
their reason approved the same; God was revealed, and
men were to look— God commanded, and men were to
obey. We shall borrow an illustration from the geological
history of our globe. There was a stage, certain theorists
have maintained, in the adaptation of our world to be the
residence of man, when it was encompassed by a dense
and humid atmosphere, suffused with a faint spectral radi-
ance. Behind this mantle of luminous haze, the sun shone
in his own beauty and strength, but no eye on our planet
could see him. Now, suppose a physical philosopher to
have awakened under the veiling mist, and to have com-
menced a scries of observations regarding the origin of
light. 'We can imagine him, after long gazing and careful
reasoning, arriving at the conclusion that, since the light
seemed stronger in one part of his sphere of vision than
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”

Plato the dialectician;” a sublime melancholy shaded his
brow. Christianity hallowed humanity, and gathered round
itsclf, as in a queenly robe, every noble and home-like®
emotion of the heart. Christianity was in its means diverse
from philosophy. From the midst of a downtrodden and
depraved people, in a wild mountain-land, Christianity
shone forth upon the world; poor mechanics were its mis-
sionaries. Ilear the grand words of Milton, in speaking
of God’s way of acting in the case:—¢“It had been a small
mastery for him to have drawn out his legions into array,
and flanked them with his thunder; therefore he sent fool-
ishness to confute wisdom, weakness to bind strength, des-
pisedness to vanquish pride; and this is the great mystery
of the gospel made good in Christ himself, who, as he tes-
tifies, came not to be ministered to, but to minister,” ete.
It was not the accumulation of the learning of the past and
present, and some addition thereto by human original--
ity : it was light from heaven, or it was nothing.

With this great and mysterious power philosophy came
into collision, and the philosophy which so came was chicfly
Platonism. Tor several centuries, the grand struggle con-
tinued. The combatants on the side of philosophy were
the members of the famed Alexandrian school. The strug-
gle took two forms— that of direct antagonism, and that
of proposed amalgm‘mtion by one of the parties. We can
trace neither process. Philosophy, in the hands of such
men as Proclus and Porphyry, was directly opposed to
Christianity ; professing a wide and enlightened tolerance
for other religions, and endeavoring, by exposition and
eclecticism, to interpret their symbols in accordance with
truth, these men turned a deaf ear to Christianity. Their
hostile attempt was vain. Plotinus, on the other hand, and
his followers, with the whole Gnostic school, and, we sup-
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recognize the long struggle, as the grandest fact, except
Christianity, in the history of man.

Even late German philosophy, with its swiftly-changing
phantasmagoria of systems, is greatly respectable to us, as
another embodiment, and it may be the last, of man’s en-
deavors to scale the universe by himself. We cannot, how-
ever, look upon this philosophy, or any other, which dis-
revers itself from Christianity, as so illustrious as was phi-
losophy in Greece in the days of Plato. A moment’s
reflection upon the contrast between the mythology of
Greece and the religion of Christ, will show-our reason for
so speaking. And, if we might venture one dubious glance
into the future, we would institute a certain parallel between
the stage at which modern philosophy has now arrived, and
that at which ancient philosophy had arrived at the time
of the Alexandrians. Ancient philosophy had striven to
stand alone ; when Christianity appeared, it made the two-
fold attempt to oppose, and to buttress itself upon it: both
attempts failed, and the evolution of modern civilization
commenced. For several centuries, modern philosophy
has struggled dubiously, anid seems at length to have died
amid the Morphean mists of Germany, or at least to have
reached that stage at which all the questions have been
asked, and none satisfactorily answered. Christianity still
lives, and the union of Christianity and philosophy is the
grandest problem at present before the human mind. *With
philosophy as opponent, Christianity will stand; an amal-
gamation is opposed essentially to the genius of both.
Shall philosophy, entering the temple, become, with nobler
auspices than in the middle ages, the handmaid of Chris-
tianity ?



VIIL

“>CHARACTERISTICS OF CHRISTIAN CIVILIZATION.*

A celebrated German author of the last century entitled
one of his works Christianity,or, Europe. The words ex-
press his emphatic conviction of the inseparable connection
between modern civilization and the Christian religion;
and this conviction has been entertained by all the most
profound thinkers who have directed their attention to the
subject. Christianity has been recognized as the original
spring, and pervading life of modern existence. 'Whether
it has been looked upon with the eye of reason or of faith,
whether it has been regarded as springing wholly from
earth or as having come down from Heaven, no one has
been able to contemplate modern history at all, without
earnestly and deliberately contemplating 4¢. In the eye
of Gibbon, there was no answering gleam of faith or hope,
as he looked towards that star which rose in the East, and
ascended, in tranquil majesty, over the wild sea, strewed
with the wrecks of empire, in which went down the sun
of Rome. Yet even he could not pass Christianity by, as
an ordinary phenomenon. Were it only as a philosophic
wonder, he could not but pause to consider that “pure
and humble religion” which “ gently insinuated itself into

* A lectare delivered in Manchester and Liverpool, England,, Qct. Y.
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the minds o1 men, grew up in silence and obscurity, de-
rived new vigor from opposition, and finally erected the
triumphant banner of the Cross on the ruins of the Capi-
tol;” and which, “after a revolution of thirteen or fourteen
centuries,” was “still preferred by the nations of Europe,
the most distinguished portion of human kind in arts and
learning, as well as in arms.” Goethe, a far profounder
man than Gibbon, and fitly representing a loftier form of
that rationalism, of which, in its French manifestation, no
better representative could be found than Gibbon, has
spoken of Christianity with deep reverénce, as the greatest
moral fact of human history, as a point of attainment from
which the race cannot recede, consequently as an influence
which cannot dic. Baron Humboldt finds Christianity re-
moulding men’s conception of the physical universe, and
breathing the influence of a deeper and softer humanity
over nations. M. Guizot points to the Church as “the
great connecting link — the principle of civilization — be-
tween the Roman and the barbarian world.” Lord Lind-
say and Mr. Ruskin tell us that Christianity is at the heart
of all that is truest and best, most nobly human and most
purely spiritual, in modern art. If we turn to writers who
have more expressly considered the relation of Christianity
to human history, we find the attestation still more ex-
plicit, the unanimity still more complete. Frederick von
Schlegel, the very able author of Zhe Philosophy of His-
tory, discovers in Christianity “the new words of a new
life, and new light and moral and divine science, that was
to unfold new views of the world, introduce a new organi-
zation of society, and give a new form to human existence.”
Neander, a more powerful and healthful thinker than Schle-
gel, agreed with him here, and devoted his life to exhibit
the progress already made by the spirit of Christianity, in
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ate individual facts, there are other nations which might,
perhaps, read us a lesson in the art of taking broad views,
of reducing the multiplicity of phenomena to the unity
of principle, of marshalling facts by law. A traveller, if
such may be imagined, passing along the ridge of the Andes,
would come upon the sources of the great South American
rivers,Orinoco, La Plata, Amazon. As he saw the fountain,
bubbling from the hill-side, or trickling"down the ice-crag,
and as he marked its silver thread winding away on the
boundless plain, would no more be revealed to him than
the few drops by his side or the thin streak below? Would
not his mind’s cye, reaching far beyond his physical vision,
behold the stately river, rolling on, in the pomp of its gath-
ered waters, hollowing out valleys for the abode of nations,
with forests and savannahs green around it, and cities rest-
ing on its banks? Would he not read the geography of a
continent in the trickling fountain and the slender thread ?

Thus it is that certain facts do not end in themselves.
They are suggestive or representative of a thousand others.
And of such representative facts are we in quest this eve-
ning. Nay more. An illustration is, indeed, but an illus-
tration, and we shall seek not only to discover the fountains,
but also, more or less, to trace the streams, of Christian
influence in modern times; but with this premised, we
may find the position of our supposed traveller closely sim-
ilar to that we are to occupy. The centuries which wit-
nessed the. spread of Christianity, we found ourselves en-
titled to regard as the moral, intellectual, social, and polit-
ical watershed, bounding the whole continent of modern
life. Those streams of influence then commenced their
course, which have ever since continued to flow. At times,
they may have been slow and turbid; at times, their wind-
ings may have been 5o circuitous that the attainment of the
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ten tribes were of the Jewish, and the Papacy is of the
Christian.” Many of the Greek philosophers,- with their
Roman followers, sincerely pursued truth, and propounded
elevated and inspiring doctrines. The death of Socrates
has been for two thousand years a lesson of magnanimity
and of placid courage, and an attestation of the fact that,
if conscience and reason are honestly listened to, they may,
in the individual case, give such assurance of the immortal-
ity of the soul, as will render a man calm and satisfied in
death. If] lastly, it is noble to rise superior to the pleas-
ures of sense, and to gird up the mind to pursue the wise,
the beautiful, and the true, then may we still learn some-
thing from Plato’s majestic control of passion and passion-
ate devotion to truth.

But such men as Neander, Schaff, Whately, to mention
no others, have now put it beyond all reasonable doubt
that, the moral system of the Pagan world was sapped in its
very foundations, and full of irreparable flaws from top to
bottom. Philosophy, indeed, pierced at intervals into the
region of pure moral truth; but in no case was the ethical
system of any philosopher entirely correct; principles de-
structive of the very essence of virtue were maintained in
not a few of the schools; and, most important of all, the
multitude was scorned by all the philosophers. The teach-
ing was not perfect for those who enjoyed it, and the mass of
mankind could not enjoy it at all. The philosophy of Soc-
rates, indeed, scems to have been intended for the house-
hold and the market place; but if from Plato it derived
the advantage of mature elaboration and scientific form, it
was forever raised by him beyond the sphere of common life.
The accepted fashion with philosophers was to approve the
superstitions of the vulgar as received by them; to regard
the popular mythologies as mechanical appliances for the
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could not he assured that the good is infinitely better than
the bad; and he could not be assured that happiness in
this universe is, on the whole, trinmphant over misery.
Gireat, in all respects, was the change wrought by Chris-
tianity. It did no dishonor to the efforts of reason to scale
the precipices of truth and virtue: but for the first time,
it let down from Heaven the ladder of faith, on which the
way-faring man could ascend to meet the angels and to
know his God. It thus assumed a radically different po-
sition from that of philosophy. On the other hand, all the
impersonated vagaries of heathen mythology were taken
up and annihilated in the one God of revelation. The ef-
feet on the moral and intellectual state, the influence in
bracing up the whole nature and unifying the conception
of the moral and physical universe, of the simple belief in
one God, instead of manyj, it is perhaps impossible to exag-
gerate.  Manicheism, in its very essence, was now as good
as extinguished. It might re-appear in flickering gleams,
but it could never more reach the heart or brain of Chris-
tian nations. “God is light;” these words proclaimed the
cternal and infinite superiority of holiness to wickedness:
“God is love;” these words proclaimed the essential tri-
umph of happiness over misery. This was indeed a Gos-
pel to mankind. There is something very melancholy in
that cssential manicheism of unrevealed religions. It seems
to me the deepest wail,— the most lorn and dreary cry,—
that has proceeded from the sad heart of humanity. There
was good in the world, indeed, the carly and the latter rain,
the smiling, opulent summer, the palm trees and fountains,
the broad harvest ficlds, the warm home-affections. There
must be a divine Giver of all this; so the rejoicing heart
believed in Orumzd, the preserver; in Apollo, the God of
light and music; in the benignant strength of Thor. But
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by the mere breath of his indignation. Christianity showed
the shadow of human sin falling over the face of Heaven;
but there it did not settle in the blackness of despair;
it brought out the ever-burning celestial lights of divine
mercy and redeeming love. And no night can blacken
those stars! .

All those truths of spiritual order, at which Paganism
vaguely guessed, were now put beyond doubt. The immor-
tality of the soul was distinctly affirmed. The spiritual na-
ture of man and his present and future spiritual existence
were opened up. Time was made to rest on cternity.

Virtues which contradicted the whole genius of ancient
life and morals, but which, once propounded, awakened a
response in man’s deepest nature, were proclaimed by Chris-
tianity. Gentleness, mercy, humility,—all those virtues
which are antithetically opposed to the central virtue of
the old world, pride, were preached to the nations in the
words of the Saviour. Self-negation came in the place of
self-assertion ; trust came for determination; revenge passed
into forgiveness; hate became love; war became peace.
To subdue another and reign over him was no longer the
sublimest conception, the loftiest ideal,of men and nations.
Archbishop Whately rightly recognizes it as a grand dis-
tinguishing characteristic of Christianity, that it sent men
to learn of little children.

And all this ethical perfection was, I must repeat, no pos-

“session of a select few, attained by the method of reason;
it was a free gift from God, bestowed in His Son upon all
men, and to be received by faith. “ Antiquity,” says Nean-
der, “was destitute of any independent means, adapted
alike to all stages of human enlightenment, for satisfying
man’s religious needs.” This all-sufficing and all-suiting
means was now found; faith did for the multitude what
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moral influence, the ethical and spiritual instruction of man-
kind. The priesthoods of Greece and Rome were the per-
formers of a certain set of external rites and ceremonies.
They superintended sacrifices; they read auguries; they
swept temples; they dusted images; they laid out banquets;
they arrayed processions. In the mysteries, they might im-
part one or two moral truths to an initiated few ; but it has
never been proved that the teaching of the mysteries was
pure, and it reached only to the select coterie. To the peo-
ple, the priests gave no good instructions, no salutary coun-
scls. The alteration effected by Christianity was decisive
and all-important. The perfect type of a Christian minis-
try has not, indeed, been preserved in its purity in all ages
and Churches. The reverse has more corresponded with
fact. Yet it is not easy to present fully to our minds the
difference between even a Mediaeval priesthood, with what
of Christianity they taught, and any priesthood of antiqui-
ty. Even a degraded Christian clergy, like that of the
Middle Ages, could not but keep before the public mind
certain of those grand truths and ideas, by which, so to
speak, the moral position of mankind is defired,— the unity
of the Godhead, the immortality of the soul, the essential sin
of sclfishness, the infinite evil and danger of wickedness, the
essential joy and eternal liss of holiness.  When otir Lord
commanded his disciples to “Go and teack all nations,” He
spoke words fitted to change the moral aspect of the world.
I have been compelled to take merely a single glance,
comprehensive as might be, at the new moral principles and
influences introduced by Christianity. I must hasten on.
But let it be distinctly and foreibly conceived that the reli-
gion of Jesus substituted the triune God of the New Testa-
ment for the pantheon of mythology; that it gave assurance
to nations, not merely to cotcries, of the existence and im-
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head of all impersonations of human excellence, that a dif-
ferent view does really not deserve notice. A very able
Socinian writer of the present day, while refusing to rec-
ognize Jesus as divine, is yet constrained to acknowledge
Him an exception to humanity. “He stands,” says that
writer, “so high, that the purest and noblest elements of
our humanity must experience an immense development,
and all its coarser adhesions be well purged out, before it
can enter generally into any vital communion with Him.”
Consider then, the fact that this ideal man, with whom,
considered merely as a type of human virtue, we are after
eighteen hundred years still unable to commune, was first
given to the world as an historical fact, first set before the
eyes of men, by Christianity; consider that, however men
might wander from Him, or, turning to his mother or his’
brother, put Him from them, His divine endurance, His in-
finite self-sacrifice, His faithfulness Jinto death, the unsullied
whiteness of that fame on which. pharisaic hate and priestly
craft could leave not one stain, would always beam out
again and again upon the world ; consider that He was ever
there, drawing men with that eye, in which celestial holi-
ness shone through human tears, drawing them, in the long
lapse of ages, nearer and nearer Him, never able altogether
to lose sight of Him; consider that, wherever there ap-
peared a new energy to pierce to truth, a new nobleness to
aspire after holiness, a new love to consecrate itself for
God and man, there was in Jesus an encouragement, an ex-
ample, a hope to cheer, a guidance to direct: consider, I
say, all this and then you may faintly realize, what words
are utterly powerless to express, the transforming and irre-
sistible change in the moral position of man, brought about
by the mere fact that Jesus lived and died.

The new moral elements introduced by Christianity con-
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lieve, to aright appreciation of what Christianity has done
for the world, and an intelligence, in any measure correct,
of the great divisions of human history, that we fairly con-
ceive and master the great fact, which has been so power-
fully exposed and illustrated by Neander, and which is one
of those great leading ideas that give character to his in-
valuable work on Church Ilistory, of what he styles the
aristocratisin of ancient civilization. This aristocratism
has already met us in the strictly sectional teaching, both
of ancient philosophy and of the ancient mysteries. That
was its moral aspect. But its social aspect was equally re-
markable. The civilization of antiquity was the civilization
of a few freemen and a multitude of slaves. Freedom was
synonymous with the privilege of a caste. It was not con-
ceived as a common right which all held directly from God;
in theory it was, perhaps, not defined at all ; it was merely
a peculiar possession, which a certain number of men carved
out with their own swords, and thenceforward defended.
This one undeniable fact sets ancient freedom and modern
in antithetic opposition to each other. The one was essen-
tially selfish : the other is not selfish. Freedom, as well as
immortality, was brought to light, when the majesty of man
was vindicated in the person of the man Christ Jesus.

But, again, this inability to conceive equality of social
rights was aggravated in its evil effects by what was its
own inevitable consequence — the proscription, more or less
complete, of various modes in which human faculty is ex-
erted. This brings us face to face with one of the deepest
characteristics of ancient civilization. It was essentially
martial ; and it was, in a sense, essentially idle. The war-
rior was its hero. “The Roman state,” says Schlegel,
from its origin, and according to its first constitution, was
nothing else than a well-organized school of war, a perma~
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compare the workmen of such cities as Manchester, Liver.
pool, and Glasgow, with the imperial paupers, who were
fed from the harvests of Egypt, and shouted over the
writhings of gladiators. But labor never became dignified
until it was touched by the golden sceptre of Christianity.
Time forbids me to follow the action of this great two-
fold principle into all the departments of social and national
existence; but it is not difficult to trace its general influ-
ence. Iow would it act in politics? There can be no
question whatever. Iowever gradually it might proceed,
however wisely it might modify by circumstances its com-
plete manifestation, the end at which it would aim cannot be
mistaken. Christianity could not call forth, as if from the
cave in which for centuries they had lain dead, the energies
and activities of the soul of man, and yet leave his politi-
cal activity, his power of recognizing himself as the mem-
ber of a national body, and acting freely in that capacity,
still to stumber. Seclf-government is, beyond question, com-
petent to man; and I know not how any Christian can
either relicve himself from the duty of conscientiously seek-
ing for it, or unconditionally deny it to his fellow-men.
What would be its effect in relation to the physical world?
It would send men to the field, to the mine, to the work-
shop, with an energy and a sense of dignity never experi-
enced before; it would develop the physical resources of
the planet to their last jot and tittle; it would make fire
bear man’s burdens, and the lightning speak his words; it.
would lend grandeur to the smoke of the engine and mu-
sic to the roar of machinery; it would link nation to nation
in commercial brotherhood. One glance along the history
of the three last centuries answers the question, whether it
has done these things. What would be its effect in Lit-
erature, in Science,in Art? In every case, it would unfold
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ing gift to Adam; and Christianity restored the godlike
boon to the world.

I have now endeavored to sketch, in hasty outline, the
principles introduced into civilization by Christianity. It
remains to trace their manifestations in the periods of mod-
ern civilization. But it must carefully be noted that our
summary has been gathered mainly from a consideration
of Christianity as revealed in Scripture, aided by hints
from the history of modern times, and that it might be im-
possible to exhibit all the influences we have discovered,
in distinct manifestation, at any one period. The modein
which this manifestation took place and may be exhibited
affords, indeed, an emphatic testimony to the celestial ori-
gin and perfect excellence of Christianity. Taking any
*one age in modern history, it might prove a vain atten;pt
to show that the essentially Christian principles which we
have seen were dominant in it. But look to the New Tes-
tament, and you have these principles tkere: contemplate
the modern epochs at which the nations of Europe have
most certainly made an advance, and you find them, with
new power and breadth, asserting themselves then. Their
deveclopment was the advancement of the race; and every
onward movement of the race brought out more clearly
their original essence. The lights of history and of reve-
lation thus meet. The divine origin of Christianity is vin-
dicated by the fact that the human race can add nothing to
it, and only in the lapse of long ages can learn to drink of
its living water. 'When, also, the argument is thus con-
templated, the cssential nature of Christian civilization is
satisfactorily established; the character of its various pe-
riods is rightly ascertained; and the true point of view is
reached from which to discover whether, at any given time,
Christian civilization is more or less fully developed, and
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Fourth Period—The commencement of the Middle Ages,
the planting of the Church among the Germanic nations,
to the time of Hildebrand (590-1049).

Fifth Period.—The flourishing period of the Middle
Ages, the summit of the Papacy, monachism, scholastic and
mystic theology, to Boniface VIII. (1049-1308).

Sixth Period— The dissolution of the Middle Ages, and
preparation for the Reformation (1303-1517).

TaRD AGE. -

The Modern, or Evangelical Protestant Church, in con-
flict with the Roman Catholic Church, from the Reforma-
tion to the present time.

Seventh Period—The Reformation, or productive Prot-
estantism and re-acting Romanism (sixteenth century).

FEighth Period— Orthodox-confessional and scholastic
Protestantism, in conflict with ultramontane Jesuitism, and
this again with semi-protestant Jansenism (seventeenth
century and first part of the eighteenth).

Ninth Period— Subjective and Negative Protestantism
(Rationalism and Sectarianism), and positive preparation
for 2 new age in both Churches (from the middle of the
eighteenth century to the present time).”

This division is comprehensive and useful. Perhaps the
way in which the ninth and last period is regarded, is the
most open to objection. However the phenomenon of ra-
tionalism mdy be estimated in itself, to give it the name of
Protestantism, whether qualified by the adjective “subjec-
tive,” amounting here simply to individual or personal, or
no, is, as I shall afterwards have further occasion to observe,
to do profound injustice to the Reformers, and to mistake
the true character of the Reformation. The great protest
of the sixteenth century was against the corruption of a

N
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picty, the carly age stands alone. The light was dewy and
beautiful in that new dawn of humanity. Those were the
days when Christians walked so closely with God, that light
from Ilcaven beamed visibly around them. Those were
the days when men said of Christians, “ See how they love
one another!” Those were the days when, Gibbon him-
self being witness, the form of Christian morality rose amid
heathen grossness, so pure, so saintly, that the Pagans them-
sclves were astonished and abashed, driven into fiendish
hatred, or won to penitence and adoration. The voice
of Christianity was.henrd against the licentiousness that
reigned in the temples of Venus; and its cye fell in heav-
enly pity on the agony of the gladiator. A softer gentle-
ness threw its smile over the faces of men; and, strange as
it might scem, yet in beautiful natural consistency, a new
manliness, a robust valor, recalling better times, also ap-
peared. “In an age of enervated refinement,” says Nean-
der, “and of servile cowardice, the Christians manifested
an enthusiasm which gave fresh encrgy to life, and an he-
roic faith which despised tortures and death rather than do
what was contrary to conscience. This heroism of the
Christians did indeed strike many as a phenomenon foreign
to the age; they made it a matter of reproach to them that
they possessed a character well enough befitting the ruder
days of antiquity, but little suited to their own refined and
gentle times” It was then that the hardihood of the
Christian faith was proved by its ability to root itself in
- blood. The sword which had smitten all the nations into
submission to Rome was unsheathed against the Galileans,
and unsheathed in vain. So intensely and perpetually did
those carly Christians realize the belief that the seen and
temporal is but a wavering film over the unseen and eter-
nal, that they hastened even too willingly and joyously to






284 CHARACTERISTICS OF

men; Christianity speaks to nations; and its method is,
therefore, faith.  Gnosticism and Neo-Platonism were radi-
cally, asthe great thinker to whom I have already so often re-
ferred suggests, attempts of the ancient spirit of aristocrat-
ism in knowledge to introduce itself into Christianity. The
endeavor was unsuccessful : but successful or no, the truth
remains, that the active philosophic thinking of the time
derived its vitality from the position in which it stood with
regard to Christianity. Add to this that in Patristic liter-
ature, whatever may be its excellences or defects, Christi-
anity produced a series of works of a very remarkable or-
der, of which it may at least be confidently affirmed, that
they rose as far above any mythological literature of an-
tiquity, as, in philosophic accuracy and theological breadth,
they may have been, in modern times, surpassed.

This hasty glance at the first age of Christian civilization
must suffice. That age extended, as we saw, to the end of ‘
the sixth century, at which period the victory over Pagan-
ism was complete, and the preparation made for Latin or
Mediseval Christianity.

In proceeding to consider, in the same brief manner, the
civilization of the Middle Ages, it must be distinctly speci-
fied that a decline had taken place from the purity of Apos-
tolic times. A vail had gradually been woven, becoming
more dense from year to year, over those pure and perfect
principles which were embodied in the New Testament.
Mankind was not able to look upon the pure radiance of
the Gospel; men desired to have that radiance softened
and dimmed for their feeble vision ; and as of old, the sin-
ful feebleness was permitted to work its own will. A vail
passed over the face of Christ as over the face of Moses.
Or, to take another illustration from the ancient dispensa-
tion, men were not content with the invisible reign of the
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est ranks of society: the whole with a certain freedom of
action, but a constrained and limited freedom, and with an
appeal to the spiritual Ceesar in the last resort.” ¢ This,”
says Schaff, “ may be termed the age of Christian legalism,
of Church authority. Personal freedom is here, to a great
extent, lost in slavish subjection to fixed, traditional rules
and forms. The individual subject is of account, only as
the organ and medium of the general spirit of the Church.
All secular powers, the state, science, art, are under the
guardianship of the hicrarchy, and must cverywhere serve
its ends. This is emphatically the era of grand universal
enterprises, of colossal works, whose completion required
the co-operation of nations and centuries; the age of the
supreme outward sovercignty of the visible Church.” M.
Guizot confirms this view by his comments on the theolog-
ical impress which the Church in the Middle Ages imparted
to all intellectual exertion. '

It is of great importance to understand the meaning of
this great characteristic of uniformity, attaching to Med-
ieeval Christianity.

Through all the provinces of nature there can be dis-
cerned a great two-fold fact or law ; the fact or law of unity
in variety. Unity in diversity is the law which in all
cages distinguishes creation from chaos. And it is an un-
changing principle that the wider the diversity, so it be
ruled by one central law, the higher is the achievement of
nature, the greater the perfection attained. Now Chris-
tianity contains in itself, potentially, not yet, it may be,
worked out, the highest possible manifestation of this sub-
lime law. Its unity is in Christ; “one Lord, one faith, one
baptism ;” its unifying law is love. Therefore, in whatever
position a Christian is placed, with reference to the world
or to Christians who dissent from certain of his views, he
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ireval painting, bear witness to the intensity of moral and
intellectual life in those times. All the architectural relics
of antiquity settle into dumb stolidity, or sink into elegant
insignificance, beside the cathedral of the Middle Ages.
All ancient poetry, even including that of Afschylus, is, so
far as I am qualified to judge, a playful dallying with hu-
man emotion, compared with the “mystic, unfathomable
song,” reaching to the lowest deeps of man’s spirit, of
Dante. The Middle Ages present a vast uniformity, but no
blank.

Mediweval civilization has three principal stages corres-
ponding, closely enough, to those three into which we found
Schaff dividing the Church history of that age, but which
it may be well to contemplate somewhat differently. The
first, we shall call the period before the Crusades; the sec-
ond, that of the Crusades; the third, that of medisval Ca-
tholicism in decay, and the gradual accumulation of mate-
rials for the Reformation epoch. I can say but a word of
each of these. .

In the first, the period before the Crusades, there is dis-
cernible, under countless individual phepomena, the going
out of one great process,— that of gradually working out
from the mind of Europe all remains, not only of the old
Paganism, but of the superstitions of those strong north-
ern tribes which overthrew the Roman empire. The con-
version of those tribes was, at first, a very general, whole-
sale sort of operation. But although the Christianity with
which they were indoctrinated was now far from pure, they
were, in the centuries preceding the Crusades, gradually
brought thoroughly to embrace it, and to conceive for it a
deep enthusiasm. It may be affirmed, too, that in relation
to the customs of the barbarians, the influence of the Church
was generally salutary. It specially tended to improve
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their greatest result, doubtless, was this, — to shake Europe
from that comparative lethargy in which it had lain, to ex-
ercise the minds of men on certain broad, expanding con-
ceptions, to strike the first spark of life into individual
character. )

In the centuries immediately preceding the Reformation,
the vail which obscured the great principles of Christianity
had become very dense. Christendom itself had an uneasy
consciousness that all was not well; and I am not aware
that, any one has since, been found altogether to defend the
time. The various attempts made by councils to effect a
reformation of manners indicated, if I may so speak, the
sense of shame in the heart of the Christian peoples. Such
cfforts bore no important fruit, and the darkness grew
thicker and thicker over Europe. In various places, in-
deed, the vail secemed for a moment to be rent asunder, and
a ray of the old glory streamed through. Such a ray lin-
gered long among the snows and precipices of the Alps,
where the hymns of the YWaldenses broke the eternal silence.
Such a ray cheered the eye and heart of Wickliffe, and an-
imated him to the denunciation of Roman corruption.
Such a ray fell upon the face of Huss, lighting it with the
old martyr smile, as he died at the stake. But still the vail
was there.

The commencement of the sixteenth century is one of
the most singular and critical conjunctures in the history
of Europe and the world. An immense addition of intel-
lectual material had been just made to the stores of the
West. The revival of letters, in the middle of the fifteenth
century, had brought back all the culture of antiquity into
the gerieral school-room of Europe. Printing, with all it
even then implied, had lately been invented. America and
the East Indies had been opened up. The immediate re-
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enlightenment of the Revival of Letters had produaced this
last remarkable version of the Gospel, proclaimed with the

parrant of the Father of Christendom, that if you paid so
much money, your sins were forgiven you! But, as I said,
Luther was on his knces. Over all the grandeur of St.
Peter’s, through all the noise which the furtherance of
that grandeur made over Europe, above all the false en-;
lightenment of resuscitated Paganism, that still small voice
went up — even to the throne of God. And from ¢ came
the shaping of modern civilization! The Revival of Let-
ters had not got near the heart of nations: on the 81st of
October, 1517, Luther posted his theses on the Church door
at Wittenberg; and in six weeks, Europe was awake. The
philosophy, the arts, the poetry of antiquity had once more
risen before the eyes of Europe: and once more God brought
life to the world out of a despised Galilee, out of the Con-
vent of Erfurth, and the New Testament of Martin Luther.
That enlightenment, which had been mere dead fuel,
choking the life out of Christendom, now, kindled by faith,
burst forth into a true and dazzling illumination: that Ref-
ormation epoch commenced, which, dating from 1517 to
1688, is, I think, take it all in all, the greatest in the history
of the human race. From this one fact might, I think, be
deduced all the canons of history, and a whole philosophy
of the human race.

The vail woven by human hands across the brightness of
Clristianity was now rent asunder from the top to the bot-
tom. Those mighty principles which were, from the first,
present in Christianity, came forth from the slumber of
centuries. Never before had they obtained so wide a na-
tional extension. The Bible, in the vernacular tongues, was,
for the first time, put into the hands of the people. Con-
ceive the cffect of that one change. “To give the history
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Shakspeare, Milton ;=— these stand in the very foremost file
of humanity. The Institutes of the Christian religion of
Calvin, published at twenty-seven, the Novum Organon of
Bacon, the Principia of Newton, the Dramas of Shakspeare,
the Paradise Lost of Milton,— these rank with the solitary
achievements of the race, the heirlooms of nations, the pal-
ladia of civilizations. And beyond question, the spirit of
the Reformation ruled and impelled this magnificent dis-
play of power. From the study of Newton to the camp
of Gustavus Adolphus, from the slopes of Naseby, where
Puritanism rolled resistless down hill after its Cromwell, to
the midnight chamber, where all the earnestness of Puri-
tanism was being gathered into one strain of immortal mu-
gic by Milton, there worked the same mighty impulse, of
re-invigorated faith and awakened intellect. Nor least, but
perhaps greatest, of the manifestations of the Reformation
spirit, was the departure from Delft Haven, in Holland, of-
that little ship Mayflower, which bore its desolate company
of exiles to the deserts of North America, there to found
that great Commonwealth, beside which all the glories of
Spain’s Popish kingdoms of the South were to grow faint
and pale, and which, be its faults what they may, was to
exhibit the greatest number of self-governing men that the
world ever saw.

The history of Europe since the Reformation has, as I
said, been shaped out by that event. Yet a doubt will
urge its way into my mind, whether we can really view
ourselves as heirs of the men of the Reformation, whether
we still really breathe their atmosphere and inherit their
spirit. 'We must not be too sure that advance of time has
been advance in all respects. That progress of the species
is truly a perplexing matter. Tetzel had certainly not pro-
gressed beyond Chrysostom or Ignatius. Modern Protes-
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fered to prevail, of a fatal kind. Protestantism has shown
a strong tendency to recede from the completeness of what
I may call the Reformation idea of truth; to break up that
association of political and social with religious truth, which,
with the Reformers, was indissoluble. The men who were
in the van of Protestantism in the seventeenth century
were the men to whom, under God, the world owes Anglo-
Saxon freedom. The full development of the idea of in-
tellectual freedom, of toleration, came somewhat later. But
there has recently been displayed a tendency to lose more
or less partially, more or less perfectly, both the one and the
other. This has been occasioned by certain remarkable
circumstances, in the general history of the last hundred
years. Error and falsehood have, during that time, in two
conspicuous cases, assumed the name of excellence and
truth: and well-intentioned men have been startled from
the real good by alarm at the counterfeit. Milton tells us
that Satan, desirous to deceive Uricl the regent of the sun,
assumed the shape of a stripling cherub, an angel of light.
No doubt the subtle fiend would have adopted the sem-
blance of one of Uriel’s well-known and trusted friends.
Now, supposing this whole transaction real, one is tempted
to ask whether, after having been once deceived, Uriel, ever
after, on the appearance of the angel whose shape Satan
had assumed, fell into a nervous shudder, and looked with
a suspicious, half-averted glance upon his friend. If 50, his
case corresponded precisely with that of certain modern
Protestants. Freedom of judgment, searching of spirits,
full and untrammelled use of rcason can be scparated
neither from true Protestantism nor from true Christianity.
But rationalism arose and assumed the name both of Christi-
anity and of Protestantism. The assumption of the name
of Protestantism was essentially false. The Reformation
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but there must be an insidions moral poison insinuating it-
self into the mind of him who would set them there. I do
not say that an open and fair encounter of all forms of
infidelity will in no case lead to submission to it. But on
the other hand, who that knows the truth but will avow
that there lies in it a might, on a fair field, to vanquish er-
ror? And whether or not, evil must not be done that good
may come; Satan must not receive the right hand of fellow-
ship though he present himself among the sons of God.
But not only has intellectual freedom been looked at
somewhat askance. . Civil freedom, the full, symmetrical
devclopment of all those activities which God has implanted
in man as a social being, was felt by the Reformers, spe-
cially by the Puritans of England and Scotland, to be nat-
urally associated with an advance to a higher moral and re-
ligious truth. In this they merely brought out, in their
own completeness, the principles which, as we saw in the
outset, Christianity introduced into civilization. But in the
last century the name of freedom was defamed by being
applied to Jacobinism, to wild anarchic Communism, and
principles destructive of civilization. The result has been,
not indced to put in jeopardy that Anglo-Saxon freedom
which was bequeathed to us from the epoch of the Refor-
mation, but to introduce, into many Protestant minds, a
certain jealousy and apprehension of all political aspiration,
a certain leaning towards political repression, on the one
hand, and apathy, on the other; a favor for galvanized or-
der and ignoble security ; a vaguencss in the conception of
political duty. The Protestantism of such minds must be
sickly and one-sided, not strongly sinewed, open-faced, and
full-grown, as that which, at the Reformation, wedded civil
to religious liberty. It is altogether too high an honor con-
ferred upon falschood, to permit it to make us dread truth!
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thropy, by again breathing in a soft south wind of love
over the fice of civilization. Among the fathers of the
early Church, the saints and martyrs of the olden time,
might have walked the holy Howard. His influence is still
amidst us, working in each of those countless schemes of
beneficence by which our social evils are one by one at-
tacked, which have always been blessed in their promoters,
and which willy I believe, be more and more blessed in their
objects. 'With the name of Howard, among the fathers
of Christian philanthropy, may be associated that of Wil-
berforce. The same spirit which put an end to the agoniz-
ing atrocitics of our prison system put an end to slavery
in the possessions of Great Britain. Appropriate work!
The Christianity that brought life to the gladiator in those
first centuries brought liberty to the slave in these last. And
whether the deed was fully and consistently carried out or
no by Great Britain, it cannot, I think, be doubted that, in
the cmancipation of Britain’s slaves, the death-blow was
given to the universal system.

Last of all, among those cheering and vital symptoms of
modern Christianity to which I can refer, our attention is
claimed for the modern missionary movement. What
Christian heart does not beat high, at the thought of' that
mild but piercing radiance of divine light, now glimmering
visibly along all the borders of heathenism? The thick
clouds are edged with white, and seem, after the long night,
tobe stirring on the mountain-side, as if to collect themselves,
for finally rolling up, and opening the valleys to the day.’
It has been said that “beside every group of wild men in
the ethnological department of the Crystal Palace, the
Missionary could place a contrasting group of their Chris-
tianized countrymen.” Again, “The Old Book, the Book
of our Redeemer’s gift and our fathers’ faith . . . . has
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decorated the temples of the false gods. 'We provided the
dancing girls. We gilded and painted the images to which
our ignorant subjects bowed down. We repaired and em-
bellished the car under the wheels of which crazy devotees
flung themselves at every festival to be crushed to death.
We sent guards of honor to escort pilgrims to the places
of worship. We actually made oblations at the shrines of
idols. All this was considered, and is still considered by
some prejudiced Anglo-Indians of the old school as pro-
found policy. I believe that there never was so shallow,
8o scnscless a policy. We gained nothing by it. 'We low-
ered oursclves in the eyes of those whom we meant to flat-
ter. 'We led them to believe that we attached no impor-
tance to the difference between Christianity and heathen.
ism. Yet how vast that difference is! I altogether ab-
stain from alluding to topics which belong to divines. I
speak merely as a politican anxious for the morality and
for the temporal well-being of society. And, so speakingp
I say that to countenance the Brahminical idolatry, and to
discountenance that religion which has done so much to
promote justice, and mercey, and freedom, and arts, and sci-
ences, and good government, and domestic happiness;
which has struck off the chains of the slave, which has
mitigated the horrors of war, which has raised women
from servants and playthings into companions and friends;
is to commit high treason against humanity and civiliza-
tion.” Still farther east than India, China has heard tidings
of a true celestial empire, from the lips of apostolic men,
who have cast behind them all the refinement and social
pleasure of Europe, as Paul cast behind him the philosophy
of Greece and the lordliness of Rome. Beautiful is this
return of the Christian morning from the West to the East.
Christianity does not now go forth against heathenism, as
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in the old crusading days, clad in visible armor and bearing
"an earthly sword. It steps gently like the dawn, its only
weapons the shafts of light, wearing the breast-plate of
faith and love, and for a helmet the hope of salvation.
Clothed thus in the armor of God, if faith does not waver
and love continues to burn, it will conquer.



IX.

THE MODERN UNIVERSITY ;
OR,

EDUCATION IN THE NINETEENTH CEN’I.‘URY.

Sixce Charlemagne, with the instinct of a true prince,
sct himself to re-illume the torch of knowledge in the
‘West, then faint and flickering as if about to expire, while
it still cast a fair radiance in the East, in the golden prime
of good Haroun Alraschid; since sallow monks, in dim
cloisters, chid the lagging hours in strains of ancient elo-
quence and song ; even since Pope Nicholas, in the centre
of literature and art at Bologna, signed the charter of the
University of remote Glasgow ;—what a change has passed
over the face of this western world! So complete, so pro-
found, so pervasive has it been, that our very words have
changed their meaning, and bear the same relation to their
former selves, that the crest of the latest cotton lord bears
to the banner of the old crusader. Might we not, for in-
stance, puzzle ourselves not a little, in the attempt to rec-
oncile the significance belonging to the term University,
in modeyn times, with that it once bore? The meaning of
the word was, at its origin, simple and definite. There had
been schools in various parts of Europe. Padua, Naples,
Salamanca, Lyons, to mention no more, could each boast a
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does no more than somewhat concentrate the rays it for-
merly monopolized. It is a class-room, not a University.
Knowledge is dispensed in all quarters, with little or no ref-
erence to it. If the University must retain the character
of universality,— if the University is the sole seat of knowl-
edge,— where can we draw the furrow to mark its present
boundary ?

All this, it may be exclaimed, is commonplace, and the
iteration of a truism might be somewhat more concise.
But it will not be amiss to remember, that truism is just
the raw material from which truth — practically available
in clearing the ideas and dissipating error—is obtained.
Truism in itself is useless enough: you o not consider in-
genuous youth profoundly instructed when they are famil-
iar with the axioms of mathematics; but when Newton,
skilfully availing himself of geometrical truisms, proclaims
a truth, at which the Universe opens to the mind’s eye in
endless perspective, as if again the word had been spoken,
and mental had succeeded to physical light, do you not ac-
knowledge a certain virtue in those same original truisms?
Is it impossible, to illustrate a small thing by a very great,
that we, sctting ourselves on some coigne of vantage, and
taking in our hand, by way of spyglass, this truism about
the unprecedented universality of the modern University,
may have some glimpses, both into the nature of education
in our day, and into the particular functions of what still
calls itself, distinctively, a University ?

The class-rooms of our modern University, of which, as
we said, the express scat of learning is one, are very nu-
merous. In every reiding room, we see such a class-room.
Every public library is another. Every Mechanics’ Insti-
tute is a third. The British Museum must be reckoned
among our class-rooms. The exhibition of 1851 was for a
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Cabinet,— the mental influence which may reside in the
mere contemplation, with a comprehensiveness and accu-
racy not to have been dreamed of in former ages of con-
temporary world-history,— they are the men who dispense.
Did they confine their discussions to the relations that sub-
sisted between Rome and Carthage, between Athens and
Sparta, they would run no risk of lacking recognition as
engaged in University instruction. But as it is only the
commonplace present, of which they take the lineaments,—
commonplace as the soil of this present Europe, bearing in
it the dust of all former generations, the promise of all fut-
ure harvests,—they are apt to be thought not at all on a
level with gowned professors. Yet what were all the might
and power of the Sorbonne, to the influence they now
wicld over the destinics of men?

But ought we not to assign a separate place to those
modern dispensers of knowledge, who are technically called
publishers? These have vastly increased the number of
pupils, and daringly extended the range of subjects, in our
modern University. They also use the mechanism pre-
viously alluded to. From all corners of the earth, they
bring together stores of knowledge, and pour them out be-
fore their students. By a flight equally wide and silent,
they pass along the course of time, snatch from every cent-
ury the treasure it broods over in the gathering twilight of
antiquity, and expose the precious horde to view in all thor-
oughfares. No man can resist their summons, if they only
command him to teach. The Humboldts, the Leibnitzes,
the Laplaces, the Newtons, the Galens, the Strabos, of sci-
ence; the Macaulays, the Gibbons, the Humes, the Carlyles,
the Hallams, the Xenophons, the Thucydideses, of history ;
the Wordsworths, the Miltons, the Shakspeares, the Homers,
of poetry; in a word, the great speakers, writers, singers
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Rome. Ile may judge for himself of the nature and range
of ancient knowledge, as exhibited,—so the learned inform
him,— in its final consummation and perfect form by Aris-
totle. 1Ie may follow Plato in his loftiest flights, and learn
what was the highest pitch of spiritualism and purity at-
tained by ancient philosophy. He may form for himself
a conception of those wild and gloomy terrors, which he
has so often heard connected with the name of Aschylus.
1le may admire the chaste fervor of Sophocles. He may
enjoy the light gracefulness and ease of Livy. He may
catch a glimpse of Cicero’s grave pomposity, as he elabor-
atey, point by point, his stately argument. He may even,
although this is more doubtful, have some idea of the ex-
haustless \'ivacity; the hearty, irrepressible, garrulousness,
the pre-Raphaclite minuteness and dashing vigor, the fiery
vividness and intensity, of old Homer.

We suspect there were no functionaries connected with
the ancient University, exactly correspondent to those lect-
urers, more or less professional, who now, numbered by the
thousand, perambulate at least Great Britain and America.
These are the irregulars of the army of knowledge, the
Cossacks, the Bashi-Bazouks, the guerilla fighters. The
most striking characteristic of their efforts is, probably,
their variety, including a degree of excellence as well as
range of subject. There is, perhaps, no stage of stupidity
definable, short of express idiocy, at which it becomes im-
possible to compose a lecture, to which an audience may be
got to listen for an hour. On the other hand, Carlyle, Rus-
kin, Thackeray, have taken rank among our public lecturers,
and, while doing so, have made most important and valuable
additions to our literature. Perhaps those old knights of eru-
dition, who used, like admirable Crichtoun, to traverse Eu-
rope in the Middle Ages, challenging the learned, at each
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sider them inglorious, are we to pronounce them wunre-
warded? Though it is one grand result of the general dif-
fusion of knowledge, that it secures to society talents which
would otherwise have been lost, are we to consider distinction
or wealth the highest reward for which working men ought
to look in pursuing knowledge? The reverse is emphati-
cally the truth. No man has risen to a conception of the
peculiar dignity belonging to him as the possessor of mind,
no man has breathed the atmosphere of the poet, the phi-
losopher, the scholar, who cannot find, in the invigoration
and expansion of his own faculties, and the contemplation
of truth and beauty in themselves, the loftiest inducements
and rewards of study. The ambition to improve one’s po-
sition in the world is honorable and salutary ; it may hap-
Ppen, too, that a mechanical profession has been originally
wrong chosen, and that an ascent to competence or opu-
lence is possible only through its abandonment and an en-
trance upon literary pursuits. But as a rule, it may be laid
down, that self-culture ought to be dissociated from the
idea of material advancement, and not contemplated as a
means of success. We are deeply convinced that the
aspirations after knowledge which pervade our working
classes are largely vitiated by this taint of selfishness, by
low material ambition, whether directed chiefly to notori-
ety or to pecuniary profit. To be is in all senses better than
to seem ; better, also, than to have. To a true man, fame
is valuable precisely in so far as he can solemnly append
to it his own signature. Biassed as we are apt to be, in
forming a judgment of ourselves, difficult as it is to survey
ourselves and our lives in their bare, objective reality, the
approbation of his fellows will always be an assistance to
a man who can turn it to account. Although every one
ought to retain a right of appeal against the public opinion,
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all events, we may, on the whole, pronounce, that what is
generally understood as success is in no degree essential to
happiness; that, while real wants are supplied, and ac-
quired wants are few, a man is reasonably sure of attaining
the common level of human enjoyment. 'What, then, are
those other rewards, beyond fame and fortune, which at-
tend noble self-culture? They are ill to define; they are
of those things not, seemingly, intended for minute defini-
tion: but it is not well with him who can form no idea of
them. So far, indeed, it is easy to see. The natural activ-
ity of every faculty is productive of pleasure. The habit,
therefore, of exercising the reason in thought, the imagina-
tion in conception, the msthetic sensibility in the perception
of beauty, the memory, even, in storing up facts, will afford
a most delicate and intense pleasure. By means of books,
a man makes himself at home in all times and all countries.
‘Whatever there is in him of curiosity, of sensibility, may
be gratified. Aided by imagination and sympathy, he may
go round the world in his arm-chair. But beyond all this,
which belongs to the region of simple psychological fact,
there is a loftier reward attending the highest self-culture,
not by any means definable. Does not an inextinguishable
instinct tell a man, that by becoming more powerful in in-
tellect, more true in feeling, more wide in knowledge, he
gaills a step in the order of being, to which all the distinc-
tion of carthly nobilities is but dust and tinsel? Is there
not an instinct, imperishable as our immortality, assuring
us that there will one day be a grand equalization, re-ad-
justment rather, of ranks,in accordance with the patents
of nobility from Almighty God, possessed by cach? Yes,
in the bare fact that I become a greater and better man,
larger in faculty and knowledge, more fitted to comprehend
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the Ganges to the Sagas of Norway ; we heap up, tier after
tier, the philosophical systems in which men have attempted
to think out the secret of the world : and having made this
great treasure-house accessible to all, we are ready to ex-
claim that the world at length is taught, that ignorance can
exist no longer. More, we feel, we cannot do; and it is
almost cruel to tell us that our effort is to a great extent in
vain. Yet the stern fact is even so.

" The physical expansion of modern times — the extension
of man’s dominion over nature, in all its powers and in all
its regions, which has marked the recent périod,— has,
while adding to the material resources of the race, contribu-
ted also, in the strictest sense, to its intellectual advance-
ment. Every practical art has a scientific, a theoretic side.
Navigation improves geography; commerce promotes nat-
ural history; mining and railway cutting advance geology.
But inasmuch as man is capable of only so much work at
a time, and the labor of the hand tends to render impossi-
ble the proportionate labor of the brain, there can be no
doubt whatever that the enormous physical energy of the
present time acts as a counteractive to the development of
pure intellectual energy among the working classes. Look-
ing broadly, indecd, at the facts of the case, it is safe to
make at once the generalization, that a high state of intel-
Iectual culture, on the part of the broadest class in any com-
munity, is, and must continue, an imagination. The me-
chanic, the miner, the ploughman, who has to lay down
daily his strength and his time as the price of his daily
bread, can never become intellectually so cultivated as his
brethren of the more leisurely classes. 'We do not go into
any invectives aéainsc the mammonism of the times. We
are not of opinion that the working classes have less
time and strength left for intellectual exertion in the pres-

. — — —

—_— . —— —
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chester or New York is, after a hard day’s work, almost or
altorether as unfit for fresh intellectual exertion as the
blacksmith or carpenter. e is also, perhaps, still more apt
to lose his leisure hours in ostentatious, joyless, frivolous
festivity. 1lis information is apt to be bounded by his daily
newspaper.  The rule begins to apply to his case, which ex-
tends over the whole working class, that the man who is
by nature uncommonly endowed, whose mental organiza-
tion is of extraordinary robustness, will overcome physical
exhaustion, improve the fleeting hour, enter for himself the

great modern University, and attain a high standard of

mental culture; while his brethren in general are capable

of but slight mental toil, and will enjoy but little mental

pleasure. The Iugh Miller, his hands bleeding, his bones

aching, with putting stone over stone in the wet drain, will

find relaxation, comfort, and the means of advancement, in

the scientific or philosophical treatise; the masons who

toiled Ly his side during the day will drowse and nod by

his side, over the evening fire.

A consideration of those conditions of physical labor, by
which the workman is prevented from availing himself of
the stores of knowledge now at his command, is fitted to
incite us to lend all aid and encouragement, so far as is con-
sistent with the requirements, scientifically classified and
understood, of the social system, to the efforts made to put
a larger amount of time at his disposal. Of all the argu-
ments to be urged in support of their objects, by those
associations which set themselves to secure a weekly half-
holiday, a diminution of the daily hours of labor, a release
of children under a certain age from all physical toil,
and so on, the most powerful is that which bears reference
to the abundance of materials for self-culture provided for
the working man, but which he, shut in by the iron fences
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must always be. The sermon in their old stones is this,
that a certain scparation from the stream of general activ-
ity, a certain calm and concentration, a certain deliberation
and method, are necessary to intellectual culture. «The
grand school-master,” says Carlyle, #is practice ; ” and if, in
using the word education, we had no special reference to
thought as distinguished from action, we should not hesitate
to affirm his remark. But by the general consent of man-
kind, the word is, on the whole, appropriated to that train-
ing which results specially in the Znowledge of old truth,
or the discovery of new, which fits out the scholar and
thinker, as distinguished from the warrior, the merchant,
the politician. And in order to be educated in this sense,
in order to attain the power of viewing effects in their
causes, of embracing multitudinous facts in broad geperal-
ized,views, of realizing past times and men in clear imagi-
native distinctness, of reaching the unchanging, in truth
and beauty, beneath that garb which has varied in every
age, the calm represented by University life is indispensa-
ble. Of course, the mightiest men will prove their sover-
eignty by triumphing over all rules. A Shakspeare shows
you the present, laughing, fighting, dancing, working, weep-
ing, with life in every line of the countenance; yet the
wealth of the whole past, the perennial truth and beauty
of all time, are in his picture. And he drew that picture
for the Globe Theatre, perhaps in brief moments snatched
from merriment and the Mermaid Tavern. But the gen-
cral fact is sure; and the stately old University must ever
remain to us, to proclaim that the atmosphere of study is
an atmosphere of silence. It is an emblem of the still-
ness of thought, amid the tumult and haste of action.

For all that is said, on platforms and elsewhere, in these
times, on the subject of self-culture, the matter is, by no
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means, easy of discussion. The present is a time of bound-

less possibility, but the perils and temptations to which the

students are exposed may also be said to be boundless. If

there never was a time—and surely there never was—

when a powerful intellect, carcfully, assiduously, deter-

minedly applied, could do more, there never, also, was a

time, when severe toil was more necessary, or when arrange-

ment, selection, sagacity, were.less to be dispensed with,

Most earnestly would one say to him who, in the nineteenth

century, desires to educate himself, Beware of seeking for

entertainment, and insisting on the conjunction of amuse-

ment with instruction. The goddess of wisdom, old Pal-

las Athene, was a stern and martial goddess; she wore not

the light scarf of the Naiad, nor courted the graces of the

Paphian Queen; on her head was a helmet, on her brow |
the austerity of truth. She required a pure and total al-

leigance, and wisdom and knowledge are apt always to

do so. There are some laws which do not vary; and the .
tough sinews of the Norwegian pine will knit themselves

together on the plains of Hindostan, before strength of

character and depth of knowledge are attained without

severe exertion.- “Difficulty,” said Burke, “is a severe in-

structor, set over us by the supreme ordinance of a parental

guardian and legislator, who knows us better than we know ’
ourselves, as he loves us better too. Pater ipse colendi haud

Jacilem esse viam voluit.”



X.

THE PULPIT AND THE PRESS.

IN no age of the world were startling novelties trans-
muted into commonplaces, and paradoxes changed into tru-
isms, so speedily as that in which we live. This remark is
itself a truism, and requires, therefore, no proof or illustra-
tion. But it may not be altogether so trite to observe, that
if these novelties acquire a speedy currency, they are apt,
from the very fact, to retain their precise original form, with
the exact measure of truth, half-truth, or mere plausibility,
they at first embodied. An age of travelling is an age of
a thousand acquaintanceships and few friendships. You
see a face, you enter into chat, you become in a few hours
familiar with accent and expression, but next day your

° companion takes a different route, and you part for ever.
The intimate and sympathizing knowledge, the gradually-
woven and well-tested bonds of feeling and association, the
habitual regard mellowing more and more into affection,
which are the characteristics of friendship, cannot so origi-
nate. We imagine that our railway-train acquaintance-
ships have their parallel in our intellectual world: the faces
of truths are seen, but their hearts remain hidden; they
glance past us, leaving, it may be, the recollection of their
outward form, but seldom embraced with thorough and
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zation covers innumerable particular errors, and prevents,
in each case, the truth from being known. In the case be-
fore us, for instance, if preacher and journalist are converti-
ble terms, we cease to inquire whether their spheres of op-
eration, their mode of mental action, the nature of their
influence, and the tests by which they are to be tried, are
really the same or different. By classing them under one
appellation, we may be misinterpreting certain of the most
important phenomena of our time; we may be introduc-
ing confusion into our entire theory of the modern social
development. 'We think it will be found not devoid of in-
terest, and may prove rich in suggestion, to investigate de-
liberately the whole matter, and endeavor to read off a few
of the facts and lessons in world-history, offered by the
present aspect of preaching and journalism.

A first glance at the subject reveals almost all that has
hitherto been perceived. The influence of the pulpit does
not bulk so largely in the public eye as it did in former ages.
Not to mention the time when the monastery was the re-
treat of learning and the source of knowledge, how differ-
ent was the state of matters when Knox thundered against
Qucen Mary from the pulpit of St. Giles’s, or when the di-
vines met at Westminster! In the whole age of the Ref-
ormation, the pulpit was, more or less expressly, a political
institution. The preacher was a politician. His words, de-
livered to his congregation, determined royal marriages,
thinned or crowded the ranks of political parties, directed
the movements of armies. Whatever may now be dis-
cussed in the leading article of a modern newspaper, was
then more or less directly treated of in the pulpit. Knox,
it has been said, was a kind of king in Scotland ; Hender-
son was one of the leading statesmen of his day. The blind
veneration for the clergy which had marked the ages of
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The Times carefully during the sitting of Parliament, it
becomes almost startling to observe how parliamentary
measures are suggested, decreed, or whiffed aside, by that
remarkable power. It is one of our distinct political agen-
cies, an unforscen growth among British institutions, and
very singularly supplementing our constitution. Nature
and fact always outrun theory; a Times newspaper is too
much for an Abbe Siéyes. And not only by direct politi-
cal discussion do our newspapers and magazines govern us:
they affect our whole mode of thought. Gradually spring-
ing out of our system of social life, they now overshadow
it; and it would not, perhaps, be carrying the analogy
too far to say, that in that gourd-shadow only stunted
herbs and sickly flowers will grow. But we need not ex-
tend these remarks. The tendency in the public mind is
not to underrate but to exaggerate the power of the press,
and as all the information necessary to our discussion is
patent to every reader, we are safe in assuming it in his pos-
session as we proceed.

The broad view we have taken indicates that first impres-
sion, beyond which, we have said, there has yet been no
progress. In general, the impression is, beyond question,
correct. But does it exhaust the subject? The influence
of the pulpit has receded from observation: has it ceased
to act? There are certain facts which may lead us to hesi-
tate before returning ananswer in the affirmative. It is clear,
to begin with, that the press has the lion’s share of dec-
laration and of declamation on the subject. It isheard per-
petually; it alone speaks directly on political questions; and
its tendency is decided to snecer at and underrate the intel-
ligence and influence of the clergy. On questions of for-
eign policy, too, where Englishmen in general are peculiarly
ignorant, and in all economic discussions, the influence of
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lives ; page after page is printed on broadsheet and in blue-. -

book ; and the conclusion is— nothing! Theological ques-
tions determine the issue. You are in a different atmos-
phere from that of the press.

What is the cause of all this? We believe it is, that the
indirect influence of the clergy is far more powerful than is
beliecved. It pervades the vast middle class. It tells in
elections. Not concerning itself with subjects of general
politics or social economy, not consciously intermeddling,
gave in a very small and silent way, in any department of
politics, it exercises a mighty and penetrating influence in
what is perhaps the most natural, appropriate, and healthful
manner. The great fact is unquestionable, that in the whole
range of questions connected, directly or indirectly, with
religion, the press speaks on one side, and Parliament votes
on another. The fact must be accounted for; and we are
inclined to believe that the Radical journalist was, to a cer-
tain considerable extent, in the right as to fact, though in
the spirit of his remark we do not in the least agree, when
he declared, in reference to political action, that ¢ the white
chokers are choking us all” Of the relative influence of
the pulpit on our general modes of thought, we do not yet
speak.

We have found that the exclusive political influence
which we are at times apt to attribute to the press, is by no
means in its possession. In cases in which the influence of
the Church admits of being exhibited— and we might have
cited questions more distinctively ecclesiastical, in which eccle-
siastical influence is still more dircet — that influence is eas-
ily traceable. But may this not lead us further to a distinct
limning out of the se%eral spheres of the modern pulpit and
the modern press? May we not have discovered a key,
not only to the peculiarities of their respective political in-
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previously destroyed in Europe ; ecclesiastical infallibility
was now discarded; and the monopoly of knowledge was
doomed by the discovery of the printing-press. Modern
history is the mad gambolling, or the free and graceful move-
ment, of the nations from whose limbs these fetters feli
zway. Proclaiming loudly the doctrine of private judgment,
the political theologians and theological politicians of t

Reformation allied themselves with another power, whode
epoch was inaugurated by the printing-press— the powgr
of education. Education and the printing-press opened new
ficlds of information and speculation to multitudes, who had
never dreamed cither of extensive information or originsl
speculation. New departments of intellectual exertion re-
quired new intellectual laborers. May it not be, then, that
it is not so much the contraction of the sphere of religious
and clerical influence which marks the modern age, as the
expansion of the whole province over which intellectual in-
fluence is exercised? May not all, or almost all, that is
done by the newspaper, the magazine, and the volume, be
supplementary to what was done of old time by the pulpit?
May not the press and the pulpit be the types and represen-
tatives of perhaps the most grand and important of all the
developments of the great modern principle of dévision of
labor # May they not symbolize a separation between the
distinctively moral and the distinctively intellectual provin-
ces, paralled in no previous age, but necessary to the con-
summation of human culture? To ask the question, is_to
receive its affirmative answer. It becomes perfectly evident
to one who glances along the period of our modern devel-
opment, that there has grown up a demand for knowledge
which the pulpit cannot supply, and which, it does not seem
unreasonable to say, it ought not to supply. A vast and
powerful profession has arisen to meet the new demand.
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constantly recur from Sabbath to Sabbath, you are apt to
conclude that your mind is altogether unaffected, and that
a total cessation of attendance would occasion no change
whatever in your prevailing moods and opinions. But ex-
perience of a foreign land, where there was no weekly wor-
ship, might work a change in your impressions. The Sab-
bath bell has a sacredness and a charm when heard across
the sca. You might perceive a something stealing over the
mind difficult to define, but marking a real and by no means
auspicious change; a certain spiritual dryness; a comparative
absence of reverence and child-like looking of the soul
towards Heaven; an infrequency of seriptural associations and
imagery ; a discontinuance of that mental condition which
belongs to the state in which life is a prayer and work indeed
worship. 'We do not here speak at hap-hazard ; we believe
that we mention a fact. And we cannot doubt that an in-
fluence of the nature we have indicated, very largely per-
vades British society. Nay, we are inclined to think that,
however unscen, this influence does more really to mould
the national character, and has a more powerful hold upon
the public mind, than that of the press. The modern church
may be different from the old cathedral. The solemnity of
Gothic pillars and dim-lit lofty isles may be wanting. But
mecrely to look upon the faces of a congregation met on that
business so inseparably associated with man in all ages— to
worship God — merely to do homage weekly to the Most
High—this must send earnest influences into the recesses of
the soul.

May it not have been in the essence of Protestantism thus
to separate, and we may hope, spiritualize, the clerical influ-
ence? The religion which Paul preached was to change
institutions from within. It freed the slave, yet it left on
him his bodily fetters. It encouraged no rebellion to the







-~

334 THE PULPIT AND THE PRESS. Py

with nature and Christianity, in encircling the clerical pro-
fession with an exclusive spirituality, in defining its functions
as more strictly pertaining to the Sabbath, and, while nar-
rowing the sphere of formal worship, in extending the sphere
of a worship as truly real and Christian as formal worship,
over that whole ficld of life which the New Testament seems
to point to its embracing? “The hour cometh,” said our
Saviour to the woman of Samaria, “and now is, when ye
shall neither in this mountain, nor yet at Jerusalem, worship
the Father.” ¢ Whether therefore ye eat,” says the apostle
Paul, “or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory
of God.” And again, “ Whatsoever ye do in word or deed,
do all in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God
and the Father by Him.” Has the Christian world yet
really possessed itself of the significance of such words as
these ? Has it fully appreciated the fact that Christianity
is a consecration of life, not of times, seasons, and places,
in life? Has it fully apprehended the scope and effect of
that transmutation; by which, when steeped in the light of
Christian devotion, all the natural operations of the human
brain and hand ccase to be common and unclean? To go
to church every day, there to offer up prayers to a God more
propitious than elsewhere, to have plades of worship always
standing open, that the passer by may turn aside to worship,
to have days of religious holiday scattered over the year,
— all this has a look of sanctity and religion, which prevails
greatly with excitable young persons, with Puseyite weak-
lings, and the like. But the spirit of true Christianity, of
true and robust Protestantism, is the breath of a stronger
life than this. It does not call the mechanic to the church:
but it makes the workshop a temple. It hallows the duties
of the six days, and makes all true work worship. Over
the husbandman in the field, over the miner in the pit, over






336 THE PULPIT AND THE PRESS.

cal and intellectual toil, and permit the purely devoticnal
part of human nature to arise towards God. To aid men
in this worship of rest is the business of the clergy, distinc-
tively so called. They guide in the worship of rest, in that
Sabbath worship, strictly a type of the celestial, in which
labor is suspended. To confound the functions of the two
orders of clergy is an important error. The sermon must
* not be a leading article, or lecture: the leading article or
treatise must not be a sermon. The sermon is adapted to
that state of mind in which worship is the work : the lead-
ing article to that state of mind in which work is worship.
‘Whatever is bad in its kind is unchristian: nothing that is
good in its kind, and remains in its place, is profane. The
distinction between profane and religious literature is false
and pernicious. No moral tagged ontothe end or inscribed
on every page will make a slovenly treatment of a scientific
or historical subject Christian: no absence of direct refer-
ence to religion can make a thorough treatment of natural
truth profane.

It cannot be too often repeated that there is, in the actual
world, no such thing as a mathematical line. We do not
pretend to lay down with geometrical exactness the line
between the clerical and literary classes, between the duties
acd functions of the Sabbath and those of the week-day.
But we are convinced that the principle we have indicated,
that of the comparative severance between spiritual and
intellectual truth, is one of vital importance to an intelli-
gence of the modern epoch. And it would be to the advant-
age both of the press and the pulpit that there was a better
understanding as to their respective spheres and functions.
Meanwhile we turn again to the ecclesiastical clergy.

It is not demanding too much in favor of the body of
these men to say, that, apart from their strictly professional
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is at present, on the whole, a glory and a blessing to the
land. They have their shortcomings, and there are excep-
tions; but there is enough left to justify our assertion.
Somewhat to our surprise, we have lit upon a most gratify-
ing confirmation of our words in one of the books of Mr.
Thackeray, a man who is fearless not only in attacking the
bad, but also, what is now, perhaps, still more difficult and
dangerous, in acknowledging the good. Mr. Thackeray
writes as follows: —* And I know this, that if there are
some clerics who do wrong, there are straightway a thous-
and newspapers to haul up those unfortunates, and cry, Fie
upon them, fie upon them! while, though the press is always
ready to yell and bellow excommunication against these
stray delinquent parsons, it somehow takes very little count
of the good ones — of the tens of thousands of honest men
who lead Christian lives, who give to the poor generously,
who deny themselves rigidly, and live and die in their duty,
without ever a newspaper paragraph in their favor. My
beloved friend and reader, I wish you and I could do the
same; and let me whisper my belief, entre nous, that, of
those eminent philosophers who cry out against parsons the
loudest, there are not many who have got their knowledge
of the church by going thither often. But you who have
ever listened to village bells, or have walked to church as
children on sunny Sabbath mornings; you who have ever
seen the parson’s wife tending the sick man’s bedside, or
the town clergyman threading the dirty stairs of noxious
alleys upon his sacred business, do not raise a shout when
onc of these falls away, or yell with the mob that howls
after him.” A

This is as appropriate and consistent with fact as it is gen-
erous. The yell of triumph emitted by the London press
when anything scems to cast discredit on the clergy —as
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on the late occasion of Archdeacon Sinclair’s charge —is
peculiarly offensive, and not less peculiarly absurd. If the
clergy are affected with a most objectionable theological
nervousness, and do at times, in their public appearances,
justify the charge of wordiness, we should think no jour-
. nalist in the kingdom, with a spark of common honesty in
his composition, would stand to a denial that the morality
of the press is incomparably inferior to that of the pulpit.
The subject is one on which we could cxpatiste indefinitely,
but it is quite unnecessary. It is matter of common noto-
riety that journdlism has become almost, universally a trade,
and that the most earnest, perhaps the only hopeful, ex-
‘hortation one would address to journalists, is, that they
should conduct their trade on the safest commercial princi-
Ple, and stick to honesty as the best policy. The dishonest
recklessness occasionally exhibited in the London press gives
rise to really startling reflections.

Since we have partially contrasted the professions of which
we treat, in a moral point of view, we may contrast them
briefly as spheres of talent. We find the expression of a
very general idea on this subject in the last number of the
¢ Westminster Review;” — “Given a man with moderate
intellect, a moral standard not higher than the average,
some rhetorical affluence and great glibness of speech, what
is the career in which, without the aid of birth or money,
he may most easily attain power and reputation in English
socicty? Where is that Goshen of mediocrity in which a
smattering of science and learning will pass for profound
instruction, where platitudes will be accepted as wisdom,
bigoted narrowness as holy zeal, unctuous egotism as God-
given piety ? Let such a man become an cvangelical
preacher, he will then find it possible to reconcile small
ability with great ambition, superficial knowledge with the
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prestige of crudition, a middling morale with a high repu-
tation for sanctity. Let him shun practical extremes, and
be ultra only in what is purely theoretic; let him be strin-
gent on predestination, but latitudinarian on fasting; un-
flinching in insisting on the eternity of punishment, but dif-
fident of curtailing the substantial comforts of time ; ardent
and imaginative on the pre-millennial advent of Christ,
but cold and cautious towards every other infringement of
the status quo: Let him fish for souls, not with the bait of
inconvenient singularity, but with the drag-net of comfort-
able conformity. Let him be hard and literal in his inter-
pretation only when he wants to hurl texts at the heads of
unbelievers and adversaries, but when the letter of the
Scriptures presses too closely on the genteel Christianity of
the ninetecnth century, let him use his spiritualizing alem-
bic, and disperse it into thin ether. Let him preach less of
Christ than of Anti-christ ; let him be less definite in show-
ing what sin is, than in showing who is the man of sin ; less
expansive on the blessedness of faith, than on the accursed-
mness of infidelity. Above all, let him set up as an interpre-
ter of prophecy, and rival ¢ Moore’s Almanack’ in the pre-
diction of political events, tickling the interest of hearers
who are but moderately spiritual, by showing how the
Holy Spirit has dictated problems and charades for their
benefit, and how, if they are ingenious cnough to solve
these, they may have their Christian graces nourished by
learning precisely to whom they may point as the “horn
that had eyes,” “ the lying prophet,” and the *“unclean spir-
its.” In this way he will draw men to him by the strong
cords of their passions, made reason-proof by Dbeing bap-
tized with the name of piety. In this way he may gain a
metropolitan pulpit; the avenues to his church will ‘be as
crowded as the passages to the opera; he has but to print
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his prophetic sermons, and bind them in lilac and gold, and
they will adorn the drawing-room table of all evangelical
ladies, who will regard as a sort of pious “light reading»
the demonstration that the prophecy of the locusts, whose
sting is in their tail, is fulfilled in the fact of the Turkish
commander having taken a horse’s tail for his standard, and
that the French are the very frogs predicted in the Reve-
lations.
¢ Pleasant, to the clerical flesh, under such circumstances,
is the arrival of Sunday! Somewhat at a disadvantage dur-
ing the week, in the presence of working-day interests and
lay splendors, on Sunday the preacher becomes the cynosure
of a thousand eyes, and predominates at once over the am-
phitryon with whom he dines, and the most captious mem-
ber of his church or vestry. He has an immense advantage
over all other public speakers. The platform orator is sub-
Jject to the criticism of hisses and groans. Counsel for the
plaintiff expects the retort of counsel for the defendant.
The honorable gentleman on one side of the Iouse is liable
to have his facts and figures shown up by his honorable
- friend on the opposite side. Even the scientific or literary
lecturer, if he is dull or incompetent, may see the best part
of his audience slip out one by one. But the preacher is
completely master of the situation—mno one may hiss, no
one may depart. Like the writer of imaginary conversa-
tions, he may put what imbecilitics he pleases into the
mouths of his antagonists, and swell with triumph when he
has refuted them. He may riot in gratuitous assertions,
confident that no man will contradict him; he may exercise
perfect free will in logic, and invent illustrative experience ;
he may give an evangelical edition of history, with the in-
convenient facts omitted. All this he may do with impunity,
certain that those of his hearers who are not sympathizing,
29*
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are not listening. For the press has no band of critics who
go the round of the churches and chapels, and are on the
watch for a slip or defect in the preacher, to make a ¢ feat-
ure” in their article. The clergy are, practically, the most
irresponsible of all talkers. For this reason, at least, it is
well that they do not always allow their discourses to be
merely figurative, but are often induced to fix them in that
black and white, in which they are open to the criticism of
any man who has the courage and patience to treat them
with thorough freedom of speech and pen.’

‘We do not deny that there are touches of truth here ; per-
haps, as the daguerreotype of the particular minister whom
the writer had in view, the description has certain points of
accuracy and suggestion. But, as a fair representation of
the talents, requirements, and difficulties of the popular
preacher, it is grossly and palpably at fault. Pass from the
particular to the general, and it is at once seen to fail. The
methods by which the depicted personage is so easily to se-
cure popularity, are not an altogether unfair representation
of Dr. Cumming’s general manner; but it is Dr. Cumming’s
manner alonc; we cannot recall a single instance of similar
methods having been similarly successful. The other two
points, besides dealing in prophetic lore, which can be partic-
ularized in this description of the popular preacher, are the
general assumption of glib mediocrity, and the assertion of
public irresponsibility. 'We can adduce a fact or two which
cut the theory, in both respects, across, as with a scythe.
First of all, it is a fact for which we can vouch our own ex-
perience, and for which we appeal fearlessly to those who
are acquainted with the state of, at least, our Scottish Uni-
versities, that a very large proportion of the highest talent
in the college class passes into the Church. We do not re-
. fer to the mere plodders, to the slow, sure. unimpassioned
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ular preachers must be plentiful. Taking one thing with
another, no test of the talent required in any profession is
more reliable than the relative number of those who win its
prizes; and, in the same general view, no test of real talent
is superior to that of legitimate and noble success in life. It
is superior even to the competition in an University class.
Every psychologist knows that, however true to their pecu-
liar standard, and however valuable in practice, all the
schemes by which the human mind is mapped into express
faculties and emotions, are incomplete, and may be fallacious.
In accordance with such schemes, every system of academic
education must be framed. The consequence is that, though
on the whole accurate in fixing the relative talent of those
whose intellectual culture they subserve, they cannot be
deemed infallible. In the individual case, there may be a
balance of faculties too subtle for any analysis generally ap-
plicable. There may be some lurking capacity or aptitude
which has been brought into no psychological category.
There may be some new and delicate mental coloring which
mects all attempts at classification with the defiance of gen-
ius. But nature is truc to herself; she will recognize her
own most cunning workmanship; and therefore it is, that
in the general commerce of life, in the struggles for profes-
sional preferment, in the natural outgoing of feeling and fac-
ulty in congenial action, there may be displayed or develop-
ed capacity to convince or symipathy to draw, whose exist-
ence had been indicated by no previous test. Now, what-
ever may be the cause, success in preaching, as tested by
popularity, is at least as rare as success in any of the learned
professions.  There are, in round numbers, twenty thousand
preachersin thisisland. Of these it may, on the whole, be said
that they desire popularity ; not by any means for its own
sake, or known by that name, but as a necessary form of evi-
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chance. It is rather some conspicuous quality in which
a particular man is different from all others, that attracts
attention; and even this must be of a peculiar nature. The
result of mature consideration has with us been, that we
can neither explain the phenomenon of popularity, nor lay
down rules for its attainment. The preacher, too, is born,
Like the poet, he may have a feeble logical faculty ; like the
poet, he may abhor the investigation of evidence, the
details of fact, the study of statistics; but, like the poet, he
must possess some indefinable gift, by virtue of which men
flock round him and love to listen.

A valuable light is cast upon this subject, as we pass on
to consider that other assertion of the Westminster critic
as to the irresponsibility of the pulpit orator. Counsel re-
plics to counsel, honorable gentlemen upset the arguments
of honorable gentlemen, but there is no voice or answer as
the honey-dew of pulpit oratory fails upon the congregation.
The preacher, is, therefore, shall we conclude, irresponsible ?
Of course. Precisely as the newspaper editor is irresponsi-
ble, who pens his articles without even the criticism of list-
less eyes and nodding heads. Precisely .as the Westmin-
ster writer is irresponsible, when he sends his manuseript by
post to his literary liege lord or corrects the proof when it
is to come before the public eye. Strange to relate, the ir-
responsible editor writes as if a responsibility lay upon him;
he fancies he beholds the eye of the indulgent reader — the
most merciless of human existences— following his pen.
Singular to consider, the Westminster author writes in the
lively consciousness of the fact, that if the public dislike his
lucubrations, his wary superior will indicate, in terms of op-
pressive compliment, that the article, or articles, must be
discontinued. Might not one who enlightens the world on
so large a scale as our clever friend, have hit upon the pro-
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Cumming is, we have said, an individual and peculiar in-
stance ; his style of preaching is his own ; it is a style which
hardly exists in Scotland, the land of preaching, and which
certainly leads to no popularity in North Britain. To
preaching in general all we have said applies.

Our observations have unconsciously assumed an apolo-
getic tone. We have had to clear away a certain amount
of rubbish before proceeding on our way. We must now
somewhat alter the tenor of our remarks. It cannot, we
think, be denied that there are grounds for the prevailing
idea, that the clerical intellect lacks the clearness and logi-
cal power pertaining to the advocate or journalist. Be he
what he may in his own sphere, a minister makes a bad
platform speaker and a bad book-writer. A reporter will
tell you that clerical speeches admit of remarkable conden-
sation, and if the books produced by acceptable preachers
within the last thirty years were collected, they would form
a pile of confusion, commonplace, and verbosity worthy to
enthrone a modern goddess of dulness. In the case even
of preachers of commanding genius, the general literary
inability remains. Dr. Chalmers was a man of such genius.
Iis original endowment was, we are assured, one of the
noblest to be met with in these latter ages. In the pulpit
he was irresistible. He gave an impulse to the moral and
intellectual life of Scotland. His books are valuable, and
may live long. They are great masses of truth and fervor.
But, as we peruse them, the feeling that their author was
a preacher at all times, and a preacher only, is perpetually
present ; we long for the calm tracking of ideas which we
expect in a book ; we want the deliberate meeting of objec-
tions, the accurate observance of plan, the gradual evolution
of the argumentative chain, which ought to characterize a
production intended for a world-wide audience and a lasting”
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preacher and pastor, is to him that culture which perpetual
consideration of facts in their logical relations is to the
lawyer. The journalist occupies a middle position between
advocate and preacher. He dare not be so diffuse as the
pulpit orator; he must not be so barely argumentative as
the special pleader. His mind is furnished with a perpet-
ual gymnastic in discussing the endless succession of new
events, Ie must generalize with speed, he must arrange
with clearness, he must accustom his memory to carry facts.
His teaching function is now extremely limited ; Mr. Cob-
den used to think it ought to be dispensed with altogether,
In a platform speech, in a discussion relative to business
matters, he will be more curt, clear, and pointed, than the
clergyman. But we may well doubt whether his profession
is so noble a culture as that of the latter. It is remarkable,
by the w.'ay, that men who have failed signally as preachers
have notoriously succeeded as journalists, while we are not
aware of the case having been reversed.

In one respect, however, the circumstances of the jour-
nalist are more favorable to mental health than those which
encircle the clergyman. The preacher may be keenly alive
to all that is necessary to maintain him in his popularity ;
but he is under great temptations to mistake the meaning
and limits of that popularity. In no position in the world
is there so great an aptness to confound the voice of a few
with the judgment of mankind, the partial applause of a
gencration with the admiration of posterity. We are so
much the ecrcatures of influence, consciously or uncon-
sciously, that there is no man who values intellectual health,
and does not care for sugar in the mouth, but will desire to
work in secret, and to know as little as may be of his celeb-
rity. Mankind, besides, is, on the whole, savagely exacting;
there can be no doubt of it: and as it is well always to
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of the railway train. The maxim about minding one’s own
business is obsolete. A man is now behind his age if he
does not mind the business of the King of Siam. Looked
at in a planetary point of view, the earth has become some-
thing of a chatterbox in her old age; she is no longer con-
tent with her daily achievement of work; the universal
press may be considered the tongue with which she proclaims
it through the solar system. It is more than questionable
whether the vast multiplicity of the matters brought by the
press before the mind does not distract as well as teach. It
czn hardly be considered questionable at all, that it tends
to destroy reflection. One sometimes fears that men at
present forget the end of knowledge in its quantity, and do
not think of its quality at all. In a remarkably interesting
and suggestive German book, by L. Bucher, published in
Berlin in 1855, we have met with one or two ideas on this
subject as true as they are trenchant. The author considers
. the daily press of England fitted to blunt the memory and
deaden thought. *“The custom,” he says, ‘of enjoying
each days’s spiritual nourishment on a dish of the same size,
and, if possible, in the same quantity, renders the memory
waste and the judgment dull.” With a keen eye, he detects
evidence of this in the fact that our journals now experience
extreme difliculty in devising methods to impress the weight-
ier matters on the attention of their readers. All resource
in diction and style has failed to fix the eye as it glances
over the wavering sea of words: and italics, large letters,
and lines far apart, express the dificulty. The truth of this
we must acknowledge. By gazing perpetually upon the
pageantry of the world-drama, our eyes become insensible
to its splendors. We resemble men who work in a yard
where iron vessels are built; the perpetual hammering causes’
deafness to the ordinary tones of the human voice. And,
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Of all the symptoms which might be collected of a dis-
tempered restlessness, a febrile, joyless excitement, as char-
acterizing large classes of London society in the present
day, none could be more expressive or more mournful, than
the way in which the great body of the newspapers uni-
formly refer to public worship. The one broad, bold, undis-
guised idea entertained and expressed of it by them is, that
it is a thing of dreariness and gloom. Truly, from what-
ever cause, the Sabbath has beqome a weariness to all that is
represented by the leading journals of London. The feel-
ing takes various forms of manifestation. Now it3s that
of contemptuous assertion of the dulness, the ignorance, the
inefficiency, of the clergy. Now it is that of indignant ap-
peal against the refusal of the British nation, as represented
in Parliament, to sanction a Parisian Sabbath, and provide,
on that day, public amusements for the populace ; who, it
is piteously reiterated, must be driven to the gin-palace,
since the dingy and wearisome church can present no attrac-
tions. Often it is that of entreaty to the clergymen to be
more scientific, or philosophic, or literary, in one word, and,-
in whatsoever way, interesting. Now we leave totally out
of sight the question of the abilities, earnestness, or piety,
of the metropolitan clergy. But is it not melancholy, is it
not ghastly and appalling, that it could be in the power of
men to blind altogether the eyes of their fellows to the
blessedness of merely worshipping God? Might not one
weep to think that, among multitudes of men in this cen-
tury, —men of genius, of culture, the rulers of the age —
there cannot arise the very idea of a portion of the human
life, in which selfish entertainment is not at all contemplated,
in which the question is not of being interested or uninter,
ested, but in which man stands amidst his fellows, and un-
covers his head before his God? Surely if in former times
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men sought, from week to week, the hallowing influences
of worship, never were they so required as now. When
one listens to the central roar of London; when one paces
our hurrying quays; when one enters an Exchange in any
of our great cities ; when one watches by night the tongues
of flame licking upwards through the darkness, the clouds,
for leagues on leagues, touched with a sombre but sublime
illumination, in our manufacturing districts; when, in any
way, one catches, so to speak, the bloodshot eye, or feels
the fevered pulse, of the nineteenth century; can he resist
the feeling that now, of all ages, there is most need of in-
tervals of silence and repose, of seasons of reflection and
worship, of times when the mind is laid open to the influ-
ences of divine contemplation, and the earth is forgotten
and the soul seeks to envelop itself in the calmness of heaven?
The sky must be clear of clouds, before the stars can be
seen or the dews can fall. The ambitions and interests of
earth must be swept from the mind, before the heavenly
influences can descend to reinvigorate or refresh. What
man can say that his Sabbath practice approaches the ideal
of a Christian Sabbath; but surely the rationale of the
Sabbath and of worship is not difficult to find.



XI.

THE TESTIMONY OF THE ROCKS:

A DEFENCE.*

TrosE of our readers who have made themselves acquainted
with an article entitled “ Genesis and Science,” which appeared
in the fifty-fourth number of the North British Review, will
perceive without surprise that we have deemed it our duty to
make that article the subject of particular comment.

* This article was written and published in successive numbers of the Edinburgh
Witness after the present volume was mostly in type. It did not therefore origi-
nally enter into the plan of the work, and it may strike the reader as not being
cntirely in harmony with the other contents. But the marked ability displayed
in the discussion, and the great interest which the subject is now exciting in this
country, together with the author’s sanction, have induced the publishers to give
the cssay a place in this volume In its original form it excited so much attention
in Scotland that a pamphlet edition was called for, and in a prefatory note to that
edition Mr. Bayne proceeds to remark as follows :

“The author does not profess to be a geologist in any sense implying that he
has made Geology his exclusive or his principal study. He has devoted to it a
considerable measure of attention, and believes that he has made himself master
of its main lines of argument and of its general scheme. DBut he claims ouly to
represent that large class of men, of University education, who, feeling them-
selves personally concerned with those questions at issue between geologists and
theologians, have made it a duty to acquire sufficient geological knowledge to
enable them to follow and appreciate argument on the subject. Scicnce must
abdicate all claim to an influence at once general and rational, if none but pro-
fessional men of science can deal with its Jogic.

If there is anything strictly new in the following pages, it is the definite state-
ment of the method attributed, in the Age theory of reconciliation between Scrip-
ture and Geology to the Mosaic record. Although this has been implied in many
works, the writer has not seen it expressly stated.

He is particularly anxious to have it understood that, however dangerous he
may consider the tendencies and effects of a certain system of Mosaic Geology,
he reflects upon the sincerity, the Christianity, or the liberality of no man and no
Church in still maintaining it. Ilis own sincerity must cxcuse any emphasis
which he may use in warning against perils which he cannot help perceiving.”
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We are anxious to make it clear at the outset for what
reasons and with what aims we address ourselves to this sub-
ject. Neither with the North British Review nor with the
writer of this article have we, on account of the way in which
Mr. Hugh Miller is alluded'to by the latter, strictly speaking,
any ground of quarrel. What exception we take is to the
opinions expressed, and has no reference to the mode of ex-
pressing them. The reviewer pays a becoming tribute to the
genius and worth of Mr. Miller; and the Witress would poorly
represent the pringiples of feeling and action bequeathed to it,
by its great founder, if it discovered in manly, plain-spoken,
argumentative opposition, anything fitted to compromise dispo-
sitions of friendliness. In perfect consistence, however, with
friendliness of disposition towards Mr. Miller, it was possi-
ble for the writer of the article before us to do him abstract
injustice, and, while so doing, to deal unintentional blows at
truth itself. And this, in our view, represents the actual state
of the case.

Injustice is here done, first, to Mr. Miller. It was the high-
est ambition of his life to serve his God and his country, and
the principal way in which he hoped to do so was by applying
his geological knowledge to the defence of holy Scripture
against infidel assaults masked by science. It was not as a
geologist, it was not as a logician, it was not as a literary com-
poser, that Hugh Miller aimed principally at distinction. The
decpest vein in his nature was his Christianity ; and it was as
a Christian that his loftiest aspiration displayed itself. To
have told Hugh Miller that he had yielded a hair’s breadth of
the defences of Bible Christianity, would have been to have
told him that he had shed extinguishing drops on the altar-fire
which warmed and lit the inmost shrine of his own existence.
«Tt is done,” he said, referring to The Testimony of the Rocks,
on the last day of his life, just before the nervous organization
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finally rebelled against that tyrant soul which had made it serve
too well,— « It is done.” Ile spoke the words, not in vain ex-
ultation, but with the serene and noble satisfaction of one whose
work was finished, and who in that already saw a reward
greater than any which man could bestow upon him. And
what was the work which he believed he had completed? He
believed that he had taken the torch of science out of the hand
of the infidel, and set it to burn in the temple of the Lord;
he believed that he had exhibited, more plainly than had pre-
viously been done, the harmony and accordance between the
word and the works of God; he believed that he had pushed
that great enterprise which had been begun by Chalmers,
whom of all men he most gratefully named his father on earth,
further towards its goal: he believed that he had done the
Christian Church a service. In the article in the North Brit-
1sh entitled “ Genesis and Science,” it is distinctly represented
that Mr. Miller, in his last work, instead of carrying forward
the standards of Christianity, carried them back,— that, as a
Christian apologist, he did not therein advance, but recede.
So far as this reviewer and the Nortk British Review speak for
any Church, that Church is put in the position towards Mr.
Miller, not of one thanking and honoring for service, but of
one expostulating against undue concession, or repelling actual
assault. We believe that this is not just to Mr. Miller, and,
so believing, feel that it is appropriate in us to attempt to re-
store him to the place among the faithful defenders of Chris-
tianity which is his due.

But the injustice done to Mr. Miller is comparatively of
slight importance as a rcason for replying to this article, if, a3
we maintain, in the next place, it inflicts injury on the cause
of truth. The name of Hugh Miller might well be left to
guard his reputation. But we beliéve that the interestsof truth
are here imperilled, and that in a very critical manner. Let
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it be understood that we do not consider the questions which
have been raised in connection with the first chapter of Gene-
sis as adan end. We do not commit ourselves irrevocably to
any dogma in the case. But so far we can go with unwaver-
ing confidence. The patk indicated in The Testimony of the
Rocks is that in which advance towards clearer light is possi-
ble; the key to the sublime problem has there been given ;
while the theory preferred in the article under notice, — the
theory best known as that of Dr. Chalmers,— cannot lead to
truth or reconciliation, but must imperil the one, and render the
other impossible. It is well here to speak with emphasis, be-
cause it is of an important part of the defences of Christianity
that we speak. It is our solemn conviction that, excluding the
express historical evidence of New Testament facts, no argu-
ment for the divinity and inspiration of Scripture in the whole
range of apologetics is more express, distinct, irresistible, than
that to which The Testimony of the Rocks, to say the very
least, points,the way. It is an argument which might be said,
with hardly any figure, to convert faith into sight. Already it
appears to us sufficient to convince any reasonable man, we
say not of the being of God, or of the general truth of Chris-
tianity, but of the positive, supernatural inspiration of Serip-
ture ; and were it once perfectly elaborated, as perhaps ten or
twenty years may see it elaborated, it might, we maintain, be
fairly pleaded as literally and demonstrably equal in strength
to the rising of one from the dead. In one word, the Chris-
tian apologist is already able, by Mr. Miller’s theory, and will
become more and more conspicuously able, to propose to the
infidel this dilemma: Either a wandering tribe of the Arabian
- Desert was acquainted, thrce thousand years ago, with the
most recent revelations of science, or the first chapter of Gene-
sis was written by the inspiration of the Almighty. Our read-
ers will agree with us, thatf such a weapon has been brought
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to the Christian armory, it would be unwise in the Church to
cast it aside.

In the further discussion of this subject we shall firsfy briefly
point out wherein the writer in the North British Review
misconceives, and consequently misrepresents, Mr. Miller’s
course of argument in The Testimony of The Rocks. We
shall then endeavor to show how much more sound, defi-
nite, and satisfactory, considered as a defence of the inspira-
tion of the Mosaic records against the assaults of skeptical
geologists, is the theory supported by Mr. Miller than that
maintained by this reviewer.

SCOPE OF “ THE TESTIMONY OF THE ROCKS.”

The writer in the North British Review has fallen into com-
plete and fatal error in his conception of the general argu-
ment in The Testinony of the Rocks. “In the chapter on the
Palwxontological Ilistory of Plants,” says the revi:ewer, refer-
ring to Mr. Miller’s scheme of harmony between Genesis and
Geology, “a corroboration of the theory is sought in the al-
leged ¢ resemblance, almost amounting to identity,” between the
classification of modern botanists and that discovered in the
various fossiliferous strata.” The writer then proceeds to show
that this corroboration is not made out. To all that he says,
however, there is a simple answer to be given. The whole
allegation of Mr. Miller’s having sought such corroboration is
a delusion. We are here stating not an argument, but a fact.
We point to an entire misapprehension of what Mr. Miller did
or intended to do; and the bearing of our allegation on the
succceding argument consists mcrel); in its pointing out how
imperfectly the reviewer understood the book he reviewed.
Considered in connection with the science of Christian apolo-
getics, The Lestimony of the Rocks consists mainly, though not,
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indeed, entirely, of two parts; first, a contribution to the argu-
ment from design in support of the doctrine of the being and
unity of God ; second, a contribution to the argument by which
the works of God are brought to bear testimony in favor of
his inspired word. ~ The reviewer confounds the two. They
do not, however, even stand and fall together; they are abso-
lutely distinct. Sweep away Mr. Miller’s whole theory of the
reconciliation between Geology and Genesis, and his argument
for the being and unity of God, founded on modern systems
of botanical and zoological -classification, might remain as
clearly recognized a contribution to natural theology as any
chapter in Paley: deny all validity to his reasonings in the
domain of natural theology, and you must still try on its own
merits his theory of Mosaic Geology. The mistake fallen into
by the reviewer is a remarkable, and not a very excusable
mistake. 'We can hardly beliecve him to be fully aware of
what his words imply when he disparages Mr. Miller’s argu-
ment in support of the being and unity of God derived from
the palezontological history of plants and animals. He may
reject the theory of The Testimony of the Rocks on the first
chapter of Genesis, but we venture to say that he cannot reject
the preceding argument. Modern botanists and modern zoolo-
gists, — thus argues Mr. Miller, — acting in complete inde-
pendence of Geology, have, by natural reason, matured a
certain classification of plants and animals. This classification
is an example of the working of human intellect. In the
records of a bygone creation, proceeds Mr. Miller, it is found
that a classification which may be pronounced all but identical
with this was historically developed. Hence an argument for
the being and unity of God. The problem of natural theology
is to ascend from the human mind and the visible creation to
the Divine mind and the unseen Creator. By a process of
observing, comparing, reasoning, the human brain works out,
31
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from the extant creation, one classification : in the lapse of by-
gone ages, a similar classification was evolved. Is it possible,
on a comparison of the two, not to perceive that a mind of
which the human is an image, — a mind that can compare and
design, — a mind that is one, — had part in the bygone crea-
tion? It may be, that the state of science does not yet admit
of the detailed elaboration of Mr. Miller'’s argument ; but to
deny that it does admit of elaboration, would be very like sap-
ping the whole edifice of natural theology. To our own minds
that argument is one of the grandest contributions, if not the
very grandest, ever made to natural theology. A watch, said
Paley, reveals design; therefore a watch can be constructed
only by mind. A flower, he added, reveals design; therefore
a flower must have been created by mind. But for Paley’s
watch Mr. Miller substitutes the superb machine of modern
classification, put together, in its thousand complications, by
the human mind. 7%at, he says, is, sure enough, the result of
design, the work of mind. Here then,— and he turns on the
skeptic,—is the precise counterpart of the magnificent watch,
found in the silent desert of bygone ages,—its wheels, its
springs, its hands, the same ; will you deny that mind was at
the designing of it,— that a reasoning soul like that taken
upon him by Jesus Christ inserted ¢ts wheels and chains ?

Mr. Miller walked about Zion, and went around, marking
well her bulwarks, and telling the towers thereof; with the eye
of a skilful general, he embraced in one view the various
points of defence; and, in The Testimony of the Rocks, before
procceding to prove the integrity of the Mosaic record, he
deemed it fitting to silence certain of those batteries of Hume
and the materialists, which are still from time to time sullenly
firing. And this is the true account of that argument from
Palxontology which his reviewer so strangely misconceived.

But, next, it is a mistake to vepresent, as this writer does,
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that Mr. Miller, in the Age theory, puts the third day of crea-
tion for the fourth. From the circumstance that Mr. Miller,
on a particular occasion, and to a popular audience, restricted
himself to three of the creative days, and from not observing
which days these were, the reviewer concludes them to be the
fourth, fifth, and sixth, instead of, as they are, the third, fifth,
and sixth. In his popular lecture, Mr. Miller said, that in the
geological record he could expect to find reference to but those
three days on which creation of organic existences took place.
He omitted, therefore, the first two days and the fourth day.
But, cven in that lecture, he does not say that he makes the
day of plants fall on the fourth, instead of the third ; and in his
other lectures he so explicitly assigns to each day its own work,
that the reviewer is left with but slight excuse. In both cases
the third day is that in which flourished the forests of the Car-
boniferous epoch. In the lecture implicitly, and in other parts
of Mr. Miller's work explicitly, the period assigned to the
appearance of the sun and moon is that succeeding the Carbon-
iferous epoch, namely, the Permian and Triassic. It is a valid
objection to the literary arrangement of The Testimony of the
Rocks, that it discusses the question of the Mosaic and Scienti-
fic Geologies in two different places, and in ways which it may
require a moment’s reflection to reconcile; but more than a
moment’s reflection is not necessary, and this it was the review-
er’s duty to have devoted to their comparison.

‘We shall quote here a passage from The Testimony of the
Rocks, which will at once show how Mr. Miller distinguished
three of the creative days, as preéminently geological, from
the others, and exhibit the essential features of his theory of
reconciliation between Genesis and Science. “ What may be
termed the three geologic days,—the third, fifth, and sixth,—
may be held to have extended over those Carboniferous periods
during which the great plants were created,—aver thase Qi
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and Cretaceous periods during which the great sea-monsters
and birds were created,—and over those Tertiary periods dur-
ing which the great terrestrial mammals were created. For
the intervening or fourth day we have that wide space repre-
scnted by the Permian and Triassic periods, which, less con-
spicuous in their floras than the period that went immediately
Lefore, and less conspicuous in their faunas than the periods’
that came immediately after, were marked by the decline, and
ultimate extinction, of the Paleozoic forms, and the first par-
tially developed beginnings of the secondary ones. And for
the first and second days there remain the great Azoic period,
during which the immensely developed gneisses, mica schists,
and primary clay-slates, were deposited, and the two extended
periods represented by the Silurian and Old Red Sandstone
systems. These, taken together, exhaust the geological scale,
and may be named in their order as,— first, the Azoic day or
period; second, the Silurian and Old Red Sandstone day or
period; third, the Carboniferous day or period; fourth, the
Permian or Triassic day or period; fifth, the Otlitic and Cre-
taceous day or period; and sixth, the Tertiary day or period.”
It is of the highest importance, in considering the claims of
the theory of reconciliation between 'Genesis and Geology
maintained by Mr. Miller, to discriminate between its essential
characteristics, and what are, more or less, external and adven-
titious. Attracted by its novel and imposing aspect, and daz-
zled by tlle splendor of poetry with which Mr. Miller has
invested it, we are apt to conclude that the succession of vis-.
ions under which, in The Zestimony of the Rocks, the revela-
tion of the first chapter of Genesis is represented as having
been made to Moses, is inseparable from the general theory.
Such, however, is not the case. Certain facts and sequences
revealed in the rocks have a correspondence with certain facts
and sequences revealed in the first chagter of Genesis,~—a cor-

.
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respondence so clear and so precise, that it cannot possibly be
accounted for except on the groun®s of supernatural revelation
to the writer of the books of Moses. This is the proposition on
which Mr. Miller’s theory radically rests. The mode in which
the revelation was made is another question: it may have been
by a succession of visions, or it may not; the point of impor-
tance is, that the correspondence exists. For our own part,
while deeming the hypothesis of a series of visions one of sin-
gular aptness and beauty, and while believing that its accept-
ance can involve no consequence dangerous to the doctrine of
inspiration, we do not profess strictly and literally to maintain
it. 'We conceive that it weakens rather than strengthens the
theory of the periods of creation, in exposition and support of
which it is put forward. Had Moses seen in vision what the
geologist can now see by aid of science, it seems hardly possi-
ble that he should not himself have possessed, and transmitted
to succceding generations of the Jewish people, a scientific
knowledge of the history of creation. But not the slightest
indication exists that Moses scientifically understood what he
was made the instrument of revealing ; and it is certain that no
succeeding generation before the present could scientifically
explain his writings. If the vision theory, strictly so called,
compromises this fact, the vision theory must be abandoned.
The apologetic worth of the argument from the geologic period
lies in the circumstance that the first chapter of Genesis is a
scientifically exact revelation, but was, in the wisdom of God,
uncomprehended for many generations; that it is written in
characters of perfect definiteness, but in characters belonging to
an unknown tongue; and that, only when at length the light
of science is flashed upon the inscription, — only when the lost
language is studied and known,—is its meaning plain and
unmistakable. This argument must on no account be put in
peril.  But not only is the hypothesis of a series of visions
31* '
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conneeted in no essential manner with the theory of harmony
between Genesis and Geolsgy, as maintained by Mr. Miller;
— it is not absolutely necessary, to impart value to the theory
in question, that the geologic days, corresponding to the days
of Genesis, be ultimately discriminated in Mr. Miller’s precise
ntanner. It is our belief that very few changes will ultimately
be found necessary in his scheme of division; but the great
" point is, that the mind of the Church should be directed to the
availability of the Age theory as a scheme of harmony; and
the scrvice here done by Mr. Miller is to point out in what
general manner Geology in its present advanced state may be
brought into accordance with that theory. He himself dis-
tinctly states that our conceptions of the first two days-periods
are not yet exact. If he has not, however, finally and per-
fectly triumphed, he joined a school which must finally and
perfectly triumphs and The Testimony of the Rocks is to be
regarded as a most important contribution to the literature of
that school. This is sufficient to vindicate for Mr. Miller the
claim to an honored place among Christian apologists.

THE OPPOSING SCHEME OF MOSAIC GEOLOGY UNTENABLE.

-~

To avoid technical terms, and to make no demands on sci-
entific information, in a matter which may, we are convinced,
be decided on the grounds of common sense, we shall inform
our readers in one word wherein the radical difference between
the theory of Mr. Miller and that of his reviewer consists.
The theory which the reviewer declines to abandon is, that
about six thousand years ago the carth was the scene of that
chaos described in the first chapter of Genesis in these words,
—“And the earth was without form, and void; and darkness
was upon the face of the deep.” In this view the entire series
of geologic creations is ignoved; from “the beginning” to



A DEFENCE. 867

six thousand years ago is one mighty hiatus. According to
Mr. Miller’s theory, on the other hand, the creative work
recorded in Genesis is in correspondence with that revealed
in the rocks: the days of Scripture are extended periods of
time; and the chaos which is referred to in Genesis preceded
the geologic series, instead of occuring at its close. The
essential difference, then, is as to the position of the chaotic
period. Those who agree with our reviewer place it imme-
diately before the appearance of man; those who follow Mr.
Miller place it before the commencement of the geologic ages.
If science negatives a recent chaos, the theory of the former
falls at once to the ground.

Mr. Miller first enunciated his refutation of the theory of
a recent chaos to a popular audience, in a popular lecture.
The scheme of such a composition did not admit of a detailed
or exhaustive exhibition of proof.. The lecturer was com-
pelled rather to choose, from a mass of evidence, one or two
easily apprehended and pointed proofs, such as could be
speedily despatched on a public platform. Two such proofy
he selected, — the first drawn from old and new coast lines,—
the second drawn from the unbroken succession of animal and
vegetable life through the whole vast duration of the Tertiary
period. These proofs appear to us in themselves conclusive.
The reviewer does not attempt to fix the age of the present
coast line at less than 2600 years; and we presume no geolo-
gist would consent to set it under 3000 or 4000. He offers a
suggestion or two against the relative age assigned by Mr.
Miller to the old coast line ; but to these we cannot attach any
force, and are confident that, were the opinion of British
geologists universally taken on the subject, an immense ma-
Jjority would declare that Mr. Miller’s calculation of the com-
bined ages of the coast lines,— 6500 ycars,— was far too
moderate. The second argument,—that derived from the
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continuation of types of life, —is still more powerful. It is
hardly a correct representation of this argument to state it as
based on the fact of types of life having been carried forward
“from one epoch to another.” The whole question relates to
one epoch, the Tertiary. If a chaotic period preceded the
creation of man, it must fall, — this all concede, — at the very
end of the Tertiary period. It must fall, not only after the
original creation of vast numbers of plants and shells now in
existence, but after the first creation of the badger, the wild
cat, the fox, the red deer, the hare, and other denizens of our
woods. The theory of the opponents of Mr. Miller is, that
while these were in existence, a chaotic break took place,—
they were all exterminated, and then all again created. Do
we not almost instinctively recognize in this something unlike
the general method of Divine workmanship? The sudden
extermination, moreover, must have taken place in a well-
peopled world, and the sudden death of its myriads have
converted its surface into a vast cemetery. But no tide-mark
has been left of this wave of universal death. As the succes-
sion of life can be traced for six thousand years, it can be
traced during previous periods.

These, exclusive of certain considerations adduced in other
parts of the volume, are the arguments brought forward in
The Testimony of the Rocks against the theory of a recent chaos.
But it would be, we repeat, a most inaccurate representation
to say that these arguments, or any which the popular form in
which The Testimony of the Rocks was drawn up enabled Mr.
Miller to use, exhaust the proofs to be advanced against that
view. Several years ago, Dr. Pye Smith, one of the most
sincere and devout of Calvinistic divines, was so completely
convinced by a general survey of the evidence which nega-
tives a recent chaos of universal extent, that he proposed his

scheme of a chaos merely local, in order to reconcile Geology
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that its language should not externally and at first sight appear
prophetic. But the substance of the revelation, known to God
only, did not, and could not, pertain to the domain of ordinary
history ; and when the works of God have enabled us to un-
derstand the full significance of the revelation, we may surely
admit that it was just, wise, and right in the Almighty to use
certain terms in its transmission in a sense which in other parts
of Scripture i3 appropriated to pro:hetic revealings. When
Scripture history describes scenes in which man has acted, the
language of men in its common acceptation is used; when
Scripture reveals what, covered up in the future, is seen by
the eye of God only, it adopts a language not in all respects
the same as that of every-day life; and when the sacred
volume calls from the past the history of that great creative
work in which the hand of God alone was engaged, it is fitting
that the language which is uzed should be that adopted in other
parts of Scripture, when man stands aside, and God alone acts.
Passing from this objection, it may be right to allude, in one
word, to the impression subsisting in certain quarters, that the
Age theory puts in peril the reason annexed to the Fourth
Commandment. We confess that this objection appears to us
devoid of all semblance of force. Nay, it might, we think, be
maintained that the Age theory alone exhibits, in all their
Scriptural and scientific breadth, the grounds of the Sabbatic
rest. The scheme of the geologic periods points to the resting
of God as a fact. Since the appearance of man in the world,
the work of creation has ceased. No species is knowh to have
come into existence since the procession of being was closed
by its king. Here, then, is direct confirmation of Scripture.
And if the redemption of man is God’s Sabbath-day’s work,
and the reasoning head of this lower creation is permitted, on
each recurrent Sabbath in the nataral year, to praise and mag-
nify his greatness and mercy in that wodk, 2ol we wey that
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the sanctions attached to the Sabbath-day have become, on ac-
count of the light cast by science on God’s word, less binding
or less sacred ?

But, once more, it is flatly affirmed, in opposition of the Age
theory, that the successions recorded in Genesis and those
revealed in the rocks do not correspond. This assertion is
_ made by the reviewer in the North British, and it is manifestly
that on which he mainly depends. If it can be conclusively
defended, although the opposing scheme would not yet be
established, the scheme of the periods would certainly require
to be abandoned. It is proved, then, that animal life existed
on our globe in the geologic periods corresponding to the first,
second, third, and fourth Mosaic days, in the account of which
days in Genesis there seems, at a first glance, to be no mention
of life; while the creation of creeping things, usually allotted
to the fifth Mosaic day, occurred at a much lower point in the
scale. Such is the argument of our opponents. It is quite
impossible for us to state here the acute and admirable reason-
ing by which Mr. M’Ausland strives, in meeting it, to show,
entirely from Scripture, first, that the expression “the Spirit
of God moved upon the waters,” amounts to a declaration that
certain forms of life were generated on the first day by the
creative Spirit; and second, that the Hebrew original does not
warrant the allotment of creeping things to the creation of the
fifth day, but solely that of the creatures which are presented
to us by the fifth geologic period. To that reasoning we attach
great weight, and commend our readers to make themselves
acquainted with it. But we would call their attention at pre-
sent more particularly to another argument,— one whose force
cannot, we think, be denied, and for apprehending and weigh-
ing which no scientific knowledge is necessary. It is simply
this; that, even if we conceded, as we by no means do, that
the theory of the periods anticipates in certain particalars Soe
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dubious correspondences, but which boldly maintains its capa-
bility of exlﬂbiting the Mosaic record as a strict account of the
evolution of creation on our world since the beginning? or that
which to each Mosaic day prefixes a broad and sweeping nega-
tive, and declares that each successive operation there recorded
did not then first take place, but untold ages before? Is the
one theory to be condemned because in one or two cases it does
not consider a Mosaic affirmative to have implied a negative ;
and the other to be preferred, although it embraces, under one
unsuggested negative, the whole magnificent procession of crea-
tion, from the primeval fire to the end of the Pleistocene
epoch? The state of the question is not that of no difficulty
on the one side, and all difficulty on the other. By the theory
of the reviewer, that account which sets out from *the begin-
ning,” and ends with man, passes over without a hint the whole
of that work of creation which Geology has revealed. The
theory compels us to assume an immense gap in a narrative
which has the appearance of being connected. This is really
an insuperable difficulty. The opposing theory is not yet
finally, minutely, and unassailably established ; but we delibe-
rately profess, on the strength of it, to find in the first chapter
of Genesis a consistent, unbroken narrative; we acknowledge
no suppression, but such as the mode and extent of the descrip-
tion rendered absolutely necessary; we begin with it at the
beginning, and it leads us to the Sabbath of rest, in which the
creative work on our world has ceased.

THE POSITIVE EVIDENCE FOR TIIE AGE THEORY.

God created man in his own image: we can never too
vividly remember the fact, or too deeply ponder its signifi-
cance. In the noblest working of man’s highest powers is to
be found the best assistance afforded by the whole domain of
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tinctive features, and distinctive features alone. Considered,
on the other hand, as sentences of a sublime and wonderful
telegram, the descriptions in Genesis are not detailed: were
they so, all the chronicles of human history would dwindle
into smallness compared with the long annals of those ancient
centuries. DBut were they not here before us, conception
would fail to realize, faith would be unable to accept as possi-
ble, that marvellous selection of particulars by which the
essential history of the planet, probably for millions of years,
is condensed into one short chapter. And let it be particu-
larly remarked that, whether the theory of the natural days
or that of the extended periods is adopted, this character of
condensation and selection must be imputed to the Mosaic
account of the creation. Both parties find in one chapter an
account of the creation of a world and its inhabitants: both
must admit that much has been omitted. On neither hypothe-
sis, therefore, can a negative be inferred because a positive is
asserted.

‘We must offer yet another illustration of the method pursued
in the Mosaic record of creation. The discovery and definition
of that method are the distinctive merits claimed by the advo-
cates of the Age theory. On a clear and definite apprehension
of that method depends the ability to understand, to test, to
apply, the Age theory. We have given one illustration of the
method of the Mosaic account of creation from science, and
another from art; we take our third from nature. In a clear
day, when you look upon a mountainous horizon in the far
distance, you perceive a delicate film of faint blue or pearly
gray relieved against the sky. The outline of that film, faint
though it be, is, for every kind of mountain-range, definite
and unchangeable. The horizon line of the primaries will be
serrated, peaked, and jagged. The horizon line of the meta-
morphic hills will be more undulating and rounded. The






A DEFENCE. 381

“beginning” to have a special significance for our world.
Science has now distinctly and finally declared that what may,
for our world, be peculiarly called the beginning, was in fire.
The eye of science first rests on the earth as a burning mass, of a
temperature whose fierce heat cannot be conceived. However
long that fire-period may have lasted, it was strictly the begin-
ning. A description which, after alluding to it, sets out from
its termination, omits nothing.

« And the earth was without form, and void; and darkness
was upon the face of the deep; and the Spirit of God moved
upon the face of the waters.” This verse, according to the
theory we now oppose, is separated from that immediately pre-
ceding by all the geologic ages. Not only from the beginning
of things is it divided, but from the special beginning of this
world, —from that period of fire when it was untfitted to sup-
port animal or vegetable life, when it was draped by no clouds
and cmbraced by no atmosphere ; —when it was not an
ordered planet, but a raging, flaming chaos. By the theory
finally embraced by Mr. Miller, on the other hand, this verse
is the natural sequel to that which referred to the beginning
of the earth. Formlessness, voidness, and — whenever the
fire was sufficiently cooled to admit of the formation of water
—a universal, boiling ocean, to whose surface no ray of light
could penetrate ; — such was the state of the world imme-
diatcly after the commencing fire-period. In describing it
the man of science would in vain seek for more apt or
expressive terms than those used in the second verse of
Genesis.

“ And God said, Let there be light; and there was light.”

At what precise point in the evolution of the creative plan
light penetrated to the surface of our planet, and shed a faint
glimmer through the dense vapor which rose from the seething
wilderness of waters, science cannot declare. At a certain
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. point, however, light did so penetrate. On this Geology
speaks plainly. The universal ocean appears to have first
wrapped the world, when the molten granite Lad, to a certain
“extent, cooled. Then commenced the deposition of the
gneisses, the mica-schists, and the clay-slates. These rocks,
particularly those of the two former series, are contorted and
twisted in a manner which completely distinguishes them from
all succeeding rocks. To use the expression applied to them
by Mr. Ruskin, they “tremble through their every fibre, like
the chords of an ZEolian harp.” They were manifestly formed
in a sea at first surging and tossing on its bed of fire, and
thereafter gradually cooled. This fact explains peculiarities
in their form, which otherwise mock all conjecture. But if
these rocks were deposited in the ocean succeeding the ancient
fire, beneath the vapors of a boiling sea, there can be no
doubt that for a long period they were enveloped in blackest
night, and that at a certain moment this darkness was faintly
penetrated. Genesis informs us that the first day’s work was
completed when the diffused radiance first shimmered through
the brooding darkpess, and there was on this earth light.
Darkness and light,—these are the two essentially descriptive
words in the Mosaic telegram, embracing the period between
the earth’s beginning and the close of the first day. To
assume that this positive account implies the negative declara-
tion that, when the ocean became tepid, and light was grop-
ing its way to its surface, no minute creature, no Oldhamia
antiqua, no trilobite, moved in its depths, is entirely gratuitous,
and proves that the whole method of the Mosaic narrative has
been misconceived. The important fact is, that science cannot
possibly describe those early ages, except in a manner to agree
with the first verses of Genesis. The inspired word closes
the first great period with the appearance on earth of light,
and the man of science can fix wpon na scientifically estab-



A DEFENCE. 388

lished occurrence of that primeval time so magnificently
decisive, so sublimely closing one era and commencing another,
as even this same penetration of light.

The work allotted in Genesis to the second day is the for-
mation of what, in our translation, is rendered a “firmament,”
but which all now agree in considering rather an expansion or
atmosphere. Mr. Miller regarded the geological interpretation
of the work of this day, which he believed to have fallen on
the ages succeeding those of the metamorphic rocks, as peculi-
arly difficult. Mr. Ruskin, on the other hand, considers it
exceedingly easy. We are, on the whole, inclined to think that
though much may still be done towards defining the limits of
this day’s duration, and towards scientifically working out the
processes by which the mighty operation of dividing the waters
which are under the firmament from the waters which are
above the firmament, was performed, the operation itself can
be already with sufficient clearness apprehended. The dis-
tinctive features of the creative work were still those pertain-
ing, not so much to the earth’s surface, as to its meteorological
phenomena. The first grand advance had been the pervasion
of the vapors whiclf encompassed the earth by light. But for
a protracted period the faintly-illuminated steam could not be
again condensed, so as to fall in rain. It was only as the earth
cooled, and the temperature of the air fell, that sudden and
local condensation of the vapor could take place. When it
could take place, the second day’s work was done. And assur-
edly this arrangement of the clouds over the face of the sky,
this fitting up of that marvellous apparatus by which unnum-
bered rivers were to be filled and unnumbered harvests to
ripen, was the chief and distinctive operation of that early
time. To this assertion science cannot but yield assent. It is
a wondrous tale that those few rain-marks on the Old Red
Sandstone tell. The few insignificant plants and g weere
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tures which then also existed were altogether unimportant as
characteristic of the period, compared with that great process
of separating “the waters which fall and flow, from those
which rise and float.” The North British reviewer is here
of a different opinion. We cannot agree with him. We con-
cede at once that during the Silurian and Old Red Sandstone
periods there existed several species of plants and animals.
But to mention these in the record in Genesis would have
been a departure from the whole method of that record. Their
presence was not distinctive. They passed away after having
done little. For us their importance is past. But it has at
this day the profoundest and loftiest interest for all men, to
know when the Almighty bade the cloud gather up its stores
to water the fields we now till, — when the vast, vague, color-
less mist drew itself up in draperies of gold, and purple, and
scarlet, round the chamber of the blue, — when the tempest
was first tamed to the steady gale, and the trade-winds were
bid to blow, — when that innumerable army of the rain, whose
cloudy banners kindle the sky over our heads into beauty, was
first appointed to its mighty work of furrowing the mountain,
and fertilizing the valley, and shaping the face of the earth,
aon after won, as the Creator wills. Be the Bible inspired or
no, we shall never recognize. any description of the progress
in creation during those ages as essentially and scientifically
true, which does not, as is done in Genesis, pass over all other
things as comparatively unimportant, and throw out into
boldest relief the proclamation of this “ most magnificent
ordinance of the clouds.”

On the remaining days we need not linger. The third, —
that during which grew the forests of the Carboniferous
era, —is described in Genesis as that of herbs and trees, and

of the separation of land and water. What were then the .

distinctive features of the period? Science pomis Weem qut
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as two. Such forests have never clothed the world as those
of the Carboniferous era; and, in order to their growth, it was
absolutely necessary that the extent of land should have been
very great. In other words, the separation of land and sea,
and the growth of a vast flora, distinguished the period ; and
when we state the fact, we find ourselves almost necessarily
using the words of Genesis. The fourth day was that on
which the sun first shone out upon the world. Light had been
announced before. The sun now appears. We are compelled
to assume it as declared that the sun was not visible until the
fourth day. And, wonderful to say, science shows this to have
been the case. The plants of the great Carboniferous epook
are such as must never have been touched by a sunbeam. They
are such precisely as would have grown in a humid at-
mosphere ; their wood is not hardened, as that of plants on
which the pure sunlight falls. In the Permian and Triassic
ages, trees of tough fibre, and with season-rings, are found ;
and the Permian and Triassic periods coincide with the fourth
day of the Mosaic account. The fifth day was that of mon-
strous creeping things and of birds. Its correspondence with
the Liassic and Oblitic periods is unmistakable. The acrial
phenomena of our world were now no longer the*most striking,
novel, or important. The earth was a prepared stage, and the
interest concentrated itself on the living creatures that moved
upon it. The inspired telegram, therefore, speaks of these.
Last of all, at the close of the sixth day, that of the Tertiary
periods, man was created ; the final picture has for its centre
a king. The mighty work was finished. The cycle of ope-
rations which had begun with the raging flame, and which for
long ages had been carried forward by the wild ministry of
volcano and deluge, was brought to a termination. The Sab.
bath of creation dawned. Do you doubt of the reality of this

Sabbath? Do you question the reasonableness of its hwyg,
33
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as it were, the motive and impulse of the Creator in conferring
on man the gentle blessing of Sabbath rest? Then look
around, and compare the present scene with those of the
bygone days. Think of those periods of fire and flood, of
darkness and tempest, of gigantic birds, and dragons at whose
huge bones we even yet shudder; and then remember the soft
falling of the sunbeam on the flower, the gentle lapse of the
streamlet in the glade, the tender warbling amid the golden-
green of the spring woods ; and be assured that the one discord
in the Sabbatic harmony of terrestial nature comes from the
human heart; that the sin of man alone blots the Sabbath
light resting on the face of the earth; that, compared with the
long week-days, the human period is the Sabbath of the world,
and that man is the great Sabbath-breaker.

OPPOSING THEORIES OF RECONCILIATION BETWEEN GEOL-
OGY AND REVELATION: THEIR APOLOGETIC VALUE.

Having, we venture to hope, set before our readers with
sufficient distinctness the true purport of the theory of recon-
ciliation between Genesis and Geology supported in The Zes-
timony of the Rocks, and having glanced at the leading
arguments for and against that theory, we are in a position to
return to that most important question to which we referred in
the outset,— Whether this theory is a retrogression or an
advance in the line of Christian apologetics,— whether the
views of Mr. Miller, or those of his reviewer, are of greater
avail in defence of the Christian Revelation ?

The theory of natural- days has somewhat to commend it.
It has a clear, compact, what might be called commonplace
aspect. At first sight it appears business-like and practical.
It comfortably avoids genecralization, it requires little illus-
tration, and it gets rid of what appears a suspicious sublimity.



A DEFENCE. 387

It seems difficult to assail, and yet it gives perfect freedom
to speculation. Drawing a ring-fence round the garden of the
revealed word, it permits as much digging and planting in the
country beyond as the most ardent philosopher could desire.
The rocks are simply put out of account. The inspired record
is assumed to know nothing concerning them. The Bible is
declared to be the domain of an implicit, unquestioning faith,
which does not desire to see: over the geologic ages a curious
reason may expatiate at will. 'We need not be surprised that
such a theory proves attractive to certain minds. Combine
true devoutness with sincere love of science, a sense of the
need of perfect freedom in the exercise of reason with earnest
acceptance of the Christian revelation,—let a sharp Jogical
faculty be united with an undue appreciation of the natural,
healthful, divinely-appointed functions of the speculative and
imaginative powers,—and you have a mind to which this
theory is naturally agreeable. Many persons also, whose
minds are not of this order, but who have for a long period
regarded the old view as satisfactory, may be expected, though
. good geologists otherwise, to attach undue importance to argu-
ments which convinced them in their youth, and unconsciously
to put prejudice for logic. Having been hitherto at rest, these
persons will too easily mistake change for danger, and think
it safer to remain in their little canoe than to scale the sides of
the larger vessel. Yet it is difficult to conceive the two the-
ories set fairly in contrast, and the belief still retained that
Mr. Miller’s is a less complete defence of the inspired volume
than the reviewer’s. In every point of vital importance the
one {riumphantly succeeds, the other signally fails. Each
apparent advantage pertaining to the theory of natural days
is found on examination to be a counterfeit. If it seem clear
and compact, it but substitutes the littleness of human con-
ception for the sublimity of the Divine operations. € those
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who rest in it have 4 feeling of safety, it is but that of the gar-
rison which too timidly shuts itself up in a little fortress,
leaving the whole of the open country to the enemy. If it
appear to vindicate the honor of God, and to prove the integ-
rity of his revelation, it in reality puts both in peril, by separ-
ating between the word and the works of the Almighty. Let
us carry out a contrast between the two theories somewhat in
detail.

It is undeniable, to begin with, that the theory of natural
days breaks the continuity of the Mosaic record, while it is
perfectly preserved by that of Mr. Miller. If we can point to
a period which was, for this world, literally and scientifically
the beginning, and to epoch after epoch succeeding, in which
the leading features of the Mosaic and geologic records are
unmistakably identical, there is no hiatus in the inspired nar-
rative ; the most rigorous philologist may be appealed to for
his teétimony to its magnificent symmetry and its marvellous
condensation. Thus we are enabled to proceed by the theory
of Mr. Miller. On the other hypothesis, the small conjunction
““and,” which so naturally links the first verse in Genesis with
the second, forms an objection, in the mouth of the philologist,
which may really be pronounced insurmountable. Either this
conjunction passes over an immensely extended period of time
without hint of its existence, or calls that the beginning which
can with no definiteness cr accuracy be so defined. The latter
is, we believe, the alternative most generally accepted. The
“beginning” is declared to have extended to the end of the
geologic epochs. But how can it be considered correct to in-
clude under the same term a period of flaming ruin, when life
was impossible on our planet, before its molten surges had
hardened into the adamant that was to bear a world, and pe-
riods in which the fire had subsided, — periods when plants
grew and creatures lived,— periods when light fell through a
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transparent atmosphere, and animals breathed which were "to
subsist aiong with man? Compared with the human period,
the geologic ages are as week-days to a Sabbath; butitis a
positive mistake to describe them as chaotic. They are marked
off from the chaos as clearly as from the time of man. They
belong no more to the “beginning” than to the last creation,
which, according to our opponents, occupied the six natural
days. Philology and Geology equally protest against a use
of the term “beginning,” which would extend it beyond the
fire-period. Shall we disregard both sciences, and reject the
continuity, completeness, and harmony of the Millerian theory,
merely that we may confine to spaces of four-and-twenty hours
those days of creation in which that God was at work who has
told us that with Him a day is as a thousand years, and a
thousand years as one day?

In the next place,—and this is a point of fearful importance,
— it must now be distinctly conceded that the theory of natural
days cannot be authoritatively accepted and taught by the
Churches without occasioning a vast amount of unbelief. It
seems to us that if an angel were sent from heaven to proclaim
to theologians the special temptation and peril of the time, he
would declare it to be that of taking up a station apart from
and behind the genuine enlightenment of the century. Man
is the chief instance of God’s productive power here below.
His eye is an instrument of infinite delicacy, adapted for be-
holding the works of God. His hand is endowed with inex-
pressible cunning, to follow up the discoveries of his eye. His
mind is the most wondrous specimen of Divine workmanship
of all; and to it, aided and guided by Divine Providence, and
acting through the senses, is it appointed to work out man’s
task in time, and to rear the great temple of civilization. To
work with hand and brain is a duty proclaimed by man’s con-
science, and enforced in his Bible. It is no less than irrever-
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ence to God to scorn or defame those results of human inquiry
in which instincts implanted and capacities conferred by God
have proceeded to their natural goal. Now, we are perfectly
sure that no Protestant Church would for a moment de-
liberately contemplate this. But one point can no longer be
doubted, that, namely, if the theory against which we contend
is identified with the Protestant creeds, the conviction will sink
into the mind of the scientific part of the community that the
Churches are behind the age, that they fear the light, that they
would put out the eyes of reason. Whatever may be the case
in individual instances, or with peculiarly constituted minds,
science will no longer believe in a universal chaos covering
the face of the earth some six thousand years ago. On this
point, the unmistakable, irresistible tendency is to that au-
thoritative unanimity of science with which it is in vain to
contend, — that authoritative ‘unanimity whose seal secures
belief beyond the walls of the school, which makes us credit
the theory of gravitation though unacquainted with the argu-
ments of Newton, and rely on that of the circulation of the
blood though we never followed the de¢monstrations of Harvey.
‘When scientific men are thus unanimous, argument ceases.
The Churches might ‘then fondly dream that the danger was
past. But the religious and philosophical history of the last
hundred years renders it easy to see what the result would be.
Science would assume the attitude of Galileo; pitying tolera-
tion would supersede both assent and attack; and the highest
culture, separating itself from Christianity, would exhibit to us
in England and in Scotland what it has already so long ex-
hibited on the Continent,—a refined, a self-satisfied, a most
plausible Paganism.

Further, the theory we oppose is avowedly unable to contri-
bute anything positive to Christian apologetics. Did we even
grant all its pretensions, its attitude would be entirely negative.
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It aims at no explanation ; it demands and it offers no confirm-
ation of the word from the works of the Creator; it seeks not
victory, but only peace; it spreads over the geologic ages a
ghastly silence, a Godless desolation, and calls this the tran-
quillity of triumph. But the theory of Mr. Miller is a new, a
positive, a weighty addition to the external evidences of Chris-
tianity. The argument it affords is clear and convincing. The
Christian apologist, armed with its reasoning, may challenge
the skeptic to produce, from all the records of mythology,
ancient or modern, northern or oriental, any correspondence
between cosmogony and science which will for 2 moment com-
pare with the correspondence it exhibits between the geologic
periods and the Mosaic days. To this challenge the skeptic
will in vain attempt to respond. Point after point of marvel-
lous correspondence the Christian apologist can urge on his
observation, pressing him, meanwhile, to explain how the He-
brew leader, legislating for an uncultured tribe, became pos-
sessed of those unsurmised secrets three thousand years ago.
To omit other instances, let one express and striking argument
in favor of inspiration afforded by this theory be particularly
considered. We cannot be far wrong in stating that, ever
since wit and'blasphemy cemented an unholy union, the Mosaic
declaration of the appearance of light in our world before the
sun was visiblé has been a favorite subject for infidel derision.
The opportunity of attack was indeed tempting. Men natur-
ally associate light with the sun and moon, and their separation
seems at first sight flat nonsense. For three thousand years
the Christian apologist could only say that so it had been-
For three thousand years the mysterious oracle was unread.
In the nineteenth century, science comes forward distinctly to
inform us that, during three sufficiently discriminated periods,
there was light on this world, while the sun and moon were
invisible. In the fourth veriod the heavenly luminaries were
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unveiled. And, lo! this is what is declared in Genesis. How,
we ask, did Moses know that fact? How did he know that,
first when the impenetrable veil of steam covering the primeval
ocean became less dense, light shimmered faintly through?
How did he know that no clear sunbeam ever found its way to
the Carboniferous forests? Could he discriminate the proper-
ties of light, separating those which color and harden from
those which only irradiate? The fact comes upon one like a
flash of lightning. The book in which, three thousand years
ago, the aerial conditions of our planet for uncounted ages
before man appeared on the world are unmistakably described,
must have come from God.

Once more, not only does the reviewer’s theory break the con-
tinuity of the narrative in Genesis ; — it destroys the complete-
ness of the word of God considered as a whole. It confines
revelation to a part of the world’s history. It removes from its
ken protracted periods in which, as the rocks cannot but be
regarded as demonstrating, the Almighty was at work with our
planet, and race after race of plants and animals were showing

- forth his glory. Turning to the other theory, we see revelation
synchronous with the history of our planet. The word in which
the redeeming Christ is revealed becomes precisely commen-
surate with the time in which the creating Christ has exhib-
ited, on our planet, his creative power. The closing books of
the New Testament tell us of a fire which will in the latter
time envelope the world. The first book of the Old Testa-
ment, read by the light reflected from the works of God, points
us to a commencing fire in which the planet, as now consti-
tuted, had its beginning. From fire to fire spans the arch of
creation; from fire to fire spans the arch of revelation; Christ
the alpha and the omega of both.

END OF SECOND SERIES.
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